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PEELUDE. 

Who that cares much to know the history of manj 
and how the mysterious mixture beMhves under the 
varying experiments of Time, has not dwelt, at 
least briefly, on the life of Saint Theresa, has not 
smiled with some gentleness at the thought of the 
little girl walking forth one mo^jaing hand-in-hand 
with her still smaller brother, to go and seek mar- 
tyrdom in the country of the Moors ? Out they 
toddled from rugged Avila, wide-eyed and helpless- 
• "Too^Sg as two fawns, but with human hearts, al- 
ready beating ko a national idea ; until domestic 
reality met them in the shape of uncles, and turned 
them back from their great resolve. That child- 
pilgrimage was a fit beginning. Theresa’s pas- 
sionate, ideal nature demanded an epic life : what 
were many-volumed romances of chivalry and the 
social conquests of ^ biilliant girl to her? Her 
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flame quickly kumed up that light fuel; and, fed 
from within, soared after some illimitable satisfac- 
tion, some object which would .never justify weari- 
ness, which would reconcile self-despair mth the 
rapturous consciousness of life beyond self S e 
found her gpqs in the reform of a religious order. 

That Spanish woman who lived three hundred 
years ago, was certainlj not the last of her kind. 
Many Theresas have been bom who found for them- 
selves no epic life wherein there was a constant 
unfolding of far-resonant action; perhaps only a 
life of mistakes, the offspring of a certain spiritual 
grandeur ill-matched vrith the meanness of.oppor- 
tunity; perhaps a tragic failure which found no 
sacred poet and sank unwept into oblivion. With 
dim lights and tangled eiroumsteniee they tried to 
shape their thor^ht and deed in noble agreOTaent; 
but after all, to common , eyes their struggles seemed 
mere inconsistency and formlessness ; for these lafeer- 
bom Theresas were helped by no coherent social 
foith and order wjiidb. could perform the function of 
knowledge for the ardently vrilling soul. Their 
ardour alternated between a vague ideal and the 
common yearning of womanhood ; so that the one 
was disapproved as extravagance, and the other con- 
demned as a lapse. ** 

Some have felt that these blundering lives are 
due to the inconvenient indefiniteness with wHdi 
the Supreme Power has feshioned the natures of 
women: if there Were one level of feminine incom- 
petence as strict as the ability to count three apd . 
more, the social lot of wo'menmiight be treated with 



Boientxfic certitude. Meanwhile the indc^finitcuiOHH 
remains, and the limits of variation ai’O really intich 
wider than any one would imagine from the BiimeiieKH 
of women’s' (|oifjyx0, and the favourite love-stories in 
pros© and verso. Here and there a cygm^t is reared 
uneasily among the ducklings in the bfbwn pond, 
and never finds the living stream in folloWHlnp with 
its own oary-footed kind. Hero and there is iKirri a 
Saint Theresa, foundress of notliing, whose h'lving 
heart-beats and sobs after an nnattained gcKKlness 
tremble off and are disp<‘]’S(Hl among hindmnces, ii> 
stead of centei’ing in some lf»ng-reeog!iisahle dcml 
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CHAPTKE I. 


** I om tin n. Di^nwaft, 

Etmtih OMiitfmtly lit iwmttttiltig that ii nmr it.*‘ 

•^Tke Mald*s Tntgmifi BiAir»it»w awii Ft.rrf?ii«E. 

# 

Miaa PitooKu had that kiii.l of hoanty wliirli nooma 
to 1)0 thrown into roliof hy poor tlnwa. Iha- hninl 
and wriat wi'ro so fmoly fonmal tluit aho ctmlil w»)n.r 
hIoovos not loHS haro of Htylo than'thoHo in whioh 
the BIosHod Virgin appeared to Italian piiintora; 
ami hot pndilf^)^ a« well aa her Ktatims and Imaring 
Boomed hTgam tho mf>rG ‘lignity froiti h«r plain 
giinnonls, which by tho wido o&proviuciid fHohioii 
gave her tht» inn)rcHMivono>iB of a f 1 n« quotation from 
tho Bil)lo, '- or from on« of our older po«t,«,““in a 
paragraph of tcwlay’s nowBpapi-r. Blio was iwnally 
spoken of as Iwing romarkahly tdevor, hut with the ^ 
addition thft Sor sister Cidia hud inoro imimiion- 
senBo. NoTerthelesH, Celia wowi «<mreoly more 
kimmiiu cs ; and it was only to oloso olworvers that 
her dress dififorod ftom her sister’s, and l«id a shade 
of cocjnetry in its arrangomwits j for Miss Brooke’s 
plain dressing was duo to mixed eonditioiis, in most 
of wMoh her sister sharodT The pride of being ladies 
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had sometliing to do with it : the Brooke connec- 
tions, though not exactly aristocratic, were uiu^ties- 
tionably “ good : ” if you inquired backward for a 
generation or two, you would not find any yaul- 
measuring or parcel - tying forefathers — anything 
lower than an admiral or a clergyman ; and tliero 
was even an ancestor discernible as a Piiritati gen- 
tleman who served undef> Cromwell, but afterwards 
conformed, and managed to come out of all |)oIitical 
troubles as the proprietor of a respectable family 
estate. Young women of such birth, living in a 
quiet country-house, and attending a village church 
hardly larger than a parlour, naturally jvgfirdcd 
frippery as the ambition of a huckster’s daughter. 
Then there was well-bred economy, which in those 
days made show in dress the first item to bo de- 
ducted from, when any margin was required for 
expenses more distinctive of rank. Such reasons 
would have been enough to account for plain dress, 
quite apart from religious feeling; but in Miss 
Brooke’s case, religion alone wotild have deter- 
mined it; and Celia mildly acquiesced in all her 
sister’s sentiments, only infusing them with that 
common- sense which is able to accept momentous 
doctrines without any eccentric agitation. Doro- 
thea knew many passages of PasctH’e Femim and 
of Jeremy Taylor by heart ; and to her the destinies 
of mankind, seen by the %ht of Christianity, made 
the solicitudes of feminine fashion appear an occu- 
pation for Bedlam. She could not reconcile the 
anxieties of a spiritual lifC"; involving eternal eoiiie- 
qpenoes, with a keen inter^t iif guimp and artificujd 
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protnisiona of drapery. Her mind was tlienretir, 
and yearned liy its nature after mmie lefty eencteptien 
of the world which might frankly ineludo the. iiarish 
of Tipton and her own ruhs of oonduct there ; she 
was onamourod of intensity and great iiohm, tmd riwh 
in embracing whatever soeirntd to her to have those 
aspects ; likely to seek martyrdom, to mako retrae- 
tationH, and then to innnr«martyrdom after all in a 
quarter whore she had not sought it. flertainly 
such elements in tho character of a nnirriageahlo 
girl tended to interfere with her lot, and hinder it 
from being dooidod accorcling to custom, by gcxal 
looksf vanity, and merely canine atl’ection. With 
all this, she, tho elder of the sisters, was not yet 
twenty, and they had both Isum (aliieatiul, since 
they were alamt twelve y<!arH old anjl bail lost their 
parents, on idans at once namnv and proinh-iciions, 
first in an English family and afterwartis in a Hvviits 
family at Lausanne, their hachelor undo and giuird- 
iau trying in this way to rmnedy the dismlvantages 
of their oiphiinod coiulition. * 

It was hardly a year sinco they hml come to live 
at d’ipton (rrango witli their made, aamin nearly 
sixty, of aeqniescent tenuper, miHCellantsjJia opin- 
ions, and nnotirtain vote, IIo luwl iHtvellod in hia 
younger years,*and was hold in tliis i>art of th« 
county to have oontriMjtcd a too rambling habit of 
mind. Mr Hrooko's concltisiorw wo«> as diflkailt to 
prodiot M tho weatlusr ; it was only safe to iMiy that 
ho would act with Imnwvolont iutoiittons, and that 
ho would spend as little niontiy as {XMsiblo in car^’- 
ing them out. For tho mewt glutlaonely Indtdinito 
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minds enclose some hard grains of liabit ; and a man 
has been seen lax about all his own interests except 
the retention of his snuif-box, concerning which ho 
was watchful, suspicions, and greedy of clutch. 

In Mr Brooke the hereditary strain of Puritan 
energy was clearly in abeyance ; but in his nieco 
Dorothea it glowed alike through faults and virtues, 
turning sometimes into impatience of her undoes 
talk or his way of “letting things be’' on his estate, 
and making her long all the more for the time when 
she would be of age and have some command of 
money for generous schemes. She was regarded 
as an heiress; for not only had the sisters . Poven 
hundred a -year each from their parents, but if 
Dorothea married and had a son, that son would 
inherit Mr Broolm’s estate, presumably worth about 
three thousand a -year— a rental which seemed 
wealth to provincial families, still discussing Mr 
Peel’s late conduct on the Catholic question, inno- 
cent of future gold-fields, and of that gorgtjous 
plutocracy which has so nobly exalted the neces- 
sities of genteel life. 

And how. should Dorothea not marry?— -a girl SO 
handsome and with such prospects ? Nothing could 
^ hinder it hut her love of extremes, and her insist- 
ance on regulating life according t(f notions which 
might canse a wary man to hesitate before he made 
her an offer, or even might lead her at last to rofiiio 
all offers. A young lady of some birth and fortuuOj 
who knelt suddenly down on a brick floor bj tfie 
side of a sick labourer and prayed fervidly as if she 
thought herself living in the tiAe of the Apostlis-*- 
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wlio had strange whims of fasting like a Papist, 
and of sitting np at night to read old theological 
books ! Such a wife might awaken yon some fine 
morning with a new scheme for the application of 
her income which would interfere with political 
economy and the keeping of saddle-horses : a man 
would naturally think twice before he risked him- 
self in such fellowship, i^omen were expected to 
have weak opinions ; but tlie great safeguard of 
society and of domestic life was, that opinions were 
not acted on. Sane people did what their neigh- 
bours did, so that if any lunatics were at large, 
one laight know and avoid them. 

The rural opinion about the new young ladies, 
even among the cottagers, was generally in favour 
of Celia, as being so amiable and innocent-looking, 
w’hile Miss Brooke’s large eyes seemed, like her 
religion, too unusual and striking. Poor Dorothea ! 
compared with her, the innocent-looking Celia was 
knowing and worldly-wise ; so much subtler is a 
human mind than the outside tissues which make 
a sort of blazonry or clock-face for it. 

Yet those who approached Dorothea, though pre- 
judiced against her by this alarming hearsay, found 
that she had a charm unaccountably reconcilable ^ 
with it. Most men thought her bewitching when 
she was on horseback. She loved the fresh air 
and the various aspects of the country, and when 
her eyes and cheeks glowed with mingleii pleasure 
she looked very little Hke a devotee. Biding was 
an indulgence which she allowed herself in spite 
of conscientious qiHilms ; she felt that she enjoyed 
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it in a pagan sensuous way, and always looked for- 
ward to renouncing it. . i 

She was open, ardent, and not m the least self- 
admiring; indeed, it was pretty to see how er 
imagination adorned her sister Ceha with attrac- 
tions altogether superior to her own, and if any 
gentleman appeared to come to the Grange from 
some other motive than tfeat of seeing Mr Brooke, 
she concluded that he must be in love with Celia : 
Sir James Chettam, for example, whom she con- 
stantly considered from Celia’s point of view, in- 
wardly debating whether it would be good for 
Celia to accept him. That he should be regatded 
as a suitor to herself would have seemed to her 
a ridiculous irrelevance. Dorothea, with all her 
es^emess to know the truths of life, retained very 
childlike ideas about marriage. She felt sure that 
she would have accepted the judicious Hooker, if 
she had been born in time to save him. from that 
■wretched mistake he made in matrimony ; or John 
Milton when his blindness had come on ] or any 
of the other great men whose odd habits it would 
have been glorious piety to endure ; but an amiable 
handsome baronet, who said “Exactly” to her re- 
marks even when she expressed uncertainty, how 
' could he affect her as a lover? The*really delight- 
ful marriage must be that where your husband was 
a sort of father, and could teach you even Hebrew, 
if you wished ih 

These peoufi'arities of Dorothea’s character paused 
Mr Brooke to be all the more blamed in Neigh- 
bouring families for not securing some middle-aged 
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lady as guide and companion to hln ni(M!Os. Ihit 
he liimsolf dreaded so much the sort of Buporita* 
woman likely to be available for such a position, 
tliat lie allowcui liimHclf to he disstiaded by Boim- 
thea^s ohjc^ctioiiH, and was in this case bmve cmotigh 
to defy the world— that is to say, Mrs Ckwlwallnder 
the Rector’s wife, and the small group of gentry 
with whom lie visited i:;| the north-east corner of 
Loamshira- So Miss Brooke presided in her unckfs 
housijhold, and did not at all dislike her new autho- 
rity, with the homage that helongod to it. 

Sir Jamas Ohattam was going to dine at tlie « 

Qraitga to-day with anothar gfnllemjm whom the 
girls liad never saon, and alxmt whom Dorothea ; 

felt some venoiating i'.xptndalitm. ''fliis was the 
Reverend Edward (Jasatihon, noted in the ci'mnty 
as a inmi of profound learning, undi^rsiootl for many 
years to ha engaged on a great %vork <*.onc*tuiiirig 
religious history; also as a man of wealth etiougfi 
to give lustre to his i>iaty, and having views of Ids 
own wliioli wt^re to b(.^ more ckmrly aseertiilned on j 

the publication of his hook* His vcsry nam« cmrrieci j 

an imiiressiveness hardly to I.mj mtiiwuiticl witlioiit / 

a precise chronology of icholarship. 

Early in the day Dorothea had retunied fmm tlm * 

infant school which she had set going in the villagii, ^ 
and wi« taking her usual jilacso in tlm pretty slttifig- 
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Dorothea, dear, if you don^t mind— if yon are 
not very busy — suppose we looked at niamiuas 
jewels to-day, and divided them? It is exactly 
six months to-day since uncle gave tliem to yon, 
and you have not looked at them yet. 

Celia’s face had the shadow of a poutiiii^ ex|)ri^8- 
sion in it, the full presence of the pout being kept 
back by an habitual awe Dorothea and principle ; 
two associated facts which might show a mysterious 
electricity if you touched them, inoimtiously. lo 
her relief, Dorothea’s eyes were full of laughter as 
she looked up. 

“What a wonderful little almanac you are, (Julia I 
Is it six calendar or six lunar montlm ? ” 

“It is the last day of September now, and it was 
the first of April when uncle gave them to yon. Yon 
know, he said tlfat he had forgotten them till then. 
I believe you have never tlxought of them since you 
locked them up in the cabinet hero.” 

“Well, dear, we should never wear them, you 
know.” Dorothea spoke in a full cordial tone, half 
caressing, half explanatory. She had her pencil in 
her hand, and was making tiny sido-plam on a 
margin. 

Celia coloured, and looked very grave. I think, 
dear, we are wanting in respect to maitnun’s imuuory, 
to put them by and take no notice of tiiiem* And,” 
she added, after hesitating a little, with a lising 
soh of mortification, “necklaces are (put(» usual imw; 
and Madame Poin 9 on, who was stricter in ioin# 
things even than you are, used to wear ornamiUits. 
.And Christians generally— %ure]y there are women 
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in heaven now who wore jewels.” Celia was con- 
scious of some mental strength when she really 
applied herself to argument. 

“ You would like to wear them? ” exclaimed Doro- 
thea, an air of astonished discovery animating her 
whole person with a dramatic action which she had 
caught from that very Madame Poin^on who wore 
the ornaments. “ Of courge, then, let us have them 
out. Why did you not tell me before ? But the keys, 
the keys ! ” She pressed her hands against the sides 
of her head and seemed to despair of her memory. 

^^They are here,” said Celia, with whom this ex- 
plan^on had been long meditated and prearranged. 

“ Pray open the large drawer of the cabinet and 
^et out the jewel-box.” 

The casket was soon open before them, and the 
various jewels spread out, making a* bright parterre 
on the table. It was no great coUeotion, but a few 
of the ornaments were really of remarkable beauty, 
-the finest that was obvious at first being a necklace 
of purple amethysts set in exqu.mte gold work, and 
et pearl cross with five brilliants in it. Dorothea 
immediately took up the necklace and fastened it 
around her sister’s neck, where it fitted almost as 
olosely as a bracelet ; but the circle suited the Hen- 
arietta-Maria styie of Celia’s head and neck, and she 
oould see that it did, in the pier-glass opposite. 

“There, Celia! you can wear that with your 
Indian muslin. But this cross you must wear with 
your dark dresses.” 

Celia was trying not to smile with pleasure. “ 0 
I>odo, you must keejj the^ross yourself.” %' 
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“ Ko, no, dear, no,'' said Dorothea, putting np her 
hand with careless deprecation. 

“ Yes, indeed yon must ; it would suit you — in 
your black dress, now," said Celia, insistingly. “ You 
might wear that." 

“Not for the world, not for the world. A cross 
is the last thing I would wear as a trinket." Doro 
thea shuddered slightly.^ 

“Then you will think it wicked in me to wear 
it," said Celia, uneasily. 

“ No, dear, no," said Dorothea, sfc^iing her sister's 
cheek. “ Souls have complexions too : what will 
suit one will not suit ’ another." ^ 

“But you might like to keep it for mamma's 
sake." 

No, I have other things of mamma's — her sandal- 
wood box which I am so fond of — ^plenty of things. 
In fact, they are all yours, dear. We need discuss 
them no longer. There — ^take away your property." 

Celia felt a little hurt. There was a strong as- 
sumption of superiority in this Puritanic toleration, 
hardly less trying to the blond flesh of an unon- 
thusiastic sister than a Puritanic persecution. 

“ But how can I wear ornaments if you, who are 
the elder sister, will never wear them ? " 

“Nay, Celia, that is too much to mk, that I should 
wear trinkets to keep you in countenance. If I 
were to put on such a necklace as that, I should 
feel as if I had been pirouetting. The world would 
go round with me, and I should not know hovsr to 
walk.” 

Celia had unclasped th^ necklace and dyawn it ofL 
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“It would ho a littio tight for your nook ; Koincthiiig 
to lio down and hang would suit you hotter,” sIio 
said, with some satisfaction. The oonijiloto unfit- 
nosB of tliG nooklaco fi’oin all points of view for Doro- 
thea, made Colia happier in taking it. SIkj was 
opening somes ring-l.ox-,.s, winch disclosed a fino 
emerald with diamonds, and just then the sun pass- 
ing hoyond a cloud sent a bright gleam ov(>r the talilo. 

How very beautiful theso gems arc I " said Doro- 
thea, under a new current of feeling, as sudden ns 
the gleam. “ It is strange how deeply colotirs seem 
to penetrate one, like scent. I suppose tliat is tho 
roasoifcwhy gems are used as spiritual emblems in 
tho liovelation of St John. They look like fmg- 
rnents of hoav(m. I think that. enuTald is imwe 
iKtantiful than any of them." 

“And there is a hracehd, to match •it," said Delia. 
“Wo did not notice this at first.” 

“ They are lovely," said Dorothea, slipping tht» ring 
and hra(i(ilot on her finoly-tuniod linger and wrist, 
and luilding tliom towards tho window on a level 
with her eyes. All tho while her thought was try- 
to justify her dedight in tho colours by merging 
them iu her mystic religious joy. 

“You would like those, Dorothea," said Golia, 
rather faltoringly, ho^nning to think with wonder * 
tliat her sister showed some weakness, and also that 
emeralds would suit her own eomph^xion even hotter 
than purple amotl.ysts. “You must keep tlmt ring 
and braoelet—if nothing else. But see, thesi* agati-s 
are very pre) ly ■■ ..-uid quiet" 

“ Yes I I will keapAliesd—this ring and bracolot’' 

VOL. I. • 
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said Dorothea. Then, letting her hand fall on the 
table, she said in another tone — “ Yet what miser- 
able men find such things, and work at them, and 
sell them ! She paused again, and Celia thought 
that her sister was going to renounce the ornaments, 
as in consistency she ought to do. 

“Yes, dear, I will keep these,” said Dorothea, de- 
cidedly. “But take ajl the rest away, and the 
casket” 

She took up her pencil without removing the 
jewels, and still looking at them. She thought of 
often having them by her, to feed her eye at these 
little fountains of pure colour. ^ 

“Shall you wear them in company?” said Celia, 
who was watching her with real curiosity as to what 
she would do. 

Dorothea glanced quickly at her sister. Across 
all her imaginative adornment of those whom she 
loved, there darted now and then a keen discern- 
ment, which was not wdthout a scorching quality. 
If Miss Brooke ever attained perfect meekness, it 
would not be for lack of inward fire. 

“Perhaps,” she said, rather haughtily. “I cannot 
tell to what level I may sink.” 

Celia blushed, and was unhappy: she saw that 
she had offended her sister, and d!&;red not say even 
anything pretty about the gift of the ornaments 
which she put back into the box and carried away. 
Dorothea too was unhappy, as she went on with her 
plan-drawing, questioning the purity of her own feel- 
ing and speech in the scene which had ended with 
that little explosion. ^ ^ 
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Collars C(>n8ciou8no88 told her that slio had not 
bc3on at all in the wrong: it was qnite natural and 
jtiBti liable that she should have asked that (juestioUj 
and she* repeated to herself that Dorotliea min in- 
consistent: eitlier she should have taken her full 
share of the jewels, or, after wliat she had said, elie 
should have renounced them altogether* 

am sure—at least, i tmst/* thought Celia, 
“that the wearing of a necklace will not interferes 
with my prayers. And I do not see that I should 
be bound by Dorothea’s opinions now wo are going 
into society, thotigh of course she herself ought to 
he bound by thetm But Dorothea is not always 
consistent.” 

Thus Celia, mtitely bending oven* her tapestry, 
until sbe luaird her siBtf‘r calling her. 

“ Here, Kitty, <3oine and look at my jdan ; I shall 
think I am a great architect, if I have nc,>t got in- 
compatible stairs and flrcpbrnes.” 

As Celia iKUit over thc^ |mper, Dorotlaai put Imr 
dieek against lier sister’s ana cmrossingly. Celia 
'understood tlm action. Domtiioa mw that she Imcl 
been in the wrong, and Ctdia pardoned her. Binc^e 
they cotild reniemlKir, there ha<l Imen a niixtuw! of 
criticism andi aw© in the attitude of CMk’s mind 
towards her tild# ikter. Tl,i© younger hiul always 
worn ft yoke ; but is there any yoked ereature with- 
out its private c,»pluioiis? 
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<“Dinie; no ves aquel caballm quo lificia nosotroa viono aobro uu 
calDallo rucio rodado quo trae i)uesto eu la cabom un yiilnio do oroT ‘ l#o 
quo veo y columbro/ respondid Sancho, ‘no m Hint) un bombw iobw un 
asiio pardo como el mio, quo trao aobro la (*,abowi uua oowi quo i^lmnbni/ 
‘ Pues ese es el yelmo do Mambrino/ dyo Don Quijt)tt)."-*-CKnvAKTW. 

“ ‘Seest thou not yon cavalier who comoih toward tu^ on a dapplo^groy 
steed, and weareth a golden helmet?’ ^What I anwoml Sanoho, 
‘is nothing but a man on a grey as» like my own, who earrioi iorimthing 
shiny on his head.’ r* Just so,’ answered Don Quixote : * and tlmt 
dent object is the helmet of Mambrino.’” 


Sir PIumphry Davy?” said Mr Brooke, ovor the 
soup, in his easy smiling way, taking up Sir Jamas 
Chettam’s remark that he was studying Davy’s Agri« 
cultural Chemistry. “Well, now, Sir Humpluy 
Davy: I dined with him years ago at Cari.vvrighi*s, 
and Wordsworth was there too the poet Words- 
worth, you know. Now there was somotliiug sin- 
gular. I was at Cambridge wherf Words worth was 
there, and I never met him — and I dined with liim 
twenty years afterwards at Cartwright’s. Thoro’s 
an oddity in things, now. But Davy was there s hi 
was a poet too. Or, as I may say, Wordsworth \va.s 
poet one, and Davy was poet two. That wan trtu) 
in every sense, you knorf.” ^ 
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Dorothea felt a little more niioaRy fhnn ufitml. In 
tho of dirmcsr, the party being Hnnill and 

the room still, theso motes from tho mass of a magis- 
trate’s mind fell too noticeably. She wondered how 
a man like Mr Casaubon would support such trivial- 
ity. His manners, slm thought, were very dignified ; 
tho sot of his iron-grey hair and his d»5op l■ye-N<ll■ket ,■^ 
made him rosemblo the po:rtrait of Locke, He had 
tho spare form and the pale comphtxion which be- 
came a student; as different as possible from fho 
blooming Englishman of tho red-whiskered typo re- 
presented by Sir James Ohettam. 

“ I am reading tho Agricultural Chemistry,” said 
this oxcollent baronot, “ biHrauso 1 am going to fako 
one of tho farms into my own hands, and son if 
somclhing cannot bo doms in sotting | good pattern 
of farming iunong my tonants. Do you apiirovo of 
tliat. Miss Krooko ? ’’ 

“A groat mistake, Chottam,” interposc'd Mr Brooke, 
“going into olootrifying your land and tiiat kind 
cf thing, and making a parlour of your cow-lnmae. 
It won’t do. I wont into scionoo a grejit deal myself 
at one time ; but I saw it would not do. It leads to 
everything ; you can lot nothing alone. No, no— 
800 that your tonants don't soil their straw, and 
that kind of thi^g ; and give them dminirig-tiks, 
you know. But your fiincy farming will not dt>— 
the most oxpimsivtt sort of whistle you can buy s you 
may as well keep a jaiok of hounds." 

‘ Surely said Dorothea, “ it is better to spend 
money in finding out how men can make the mwt 
of too land which supjkjrts’thom all, titan in kooping 
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dogs and horses only to gallop over it. It is not a 
sin to make yourself poor in performing exp(u;ini(‘nts 
for the good of all.’^ 

She spoke with more energy than is expected of 
so young a lady, but Sir James had appealed to her. 
He was accustomed to do so, and she had often 
thought that she could urge him to many good 
actions when he was h0c brothor-indaw. 

Mr Casaubon turned his eyes very markedly on 
Dorothea while she was speaking, and seemed to 
observe her newly. 

Young ladies don't understand political economy, 
you know,” said Mr Brooke, smiling towarOs Mr 
Casanbon. I remember when we were all reading 
Adam Smith. There is a book, now. I took in all 
the new ideas^at one time — human perfectibility, 
now. But some say, history moves in oirclee 5 and 
that may be very well argued ; I have argued it 
myself. The fact is, human reason may cany you a 
little too far — over the hedge, in fact. It carried mo 
a good way at one time ; but I saw it would not do. 
I pulled up ; I pulled up in time. But not too hard. 
I have always been in favour of a little theory : wo 
must have Thought ; else we shall be landed back 
^ in the dark ages. But talking of books, thtre is 
Southey's ^ Peninsular War.' I am^readmg that of 
a morning. You faaow Southey?” 

Ho,” said Mr Casaubon, not keeping pace with 
Mr Brooke's impetuous reason, and thinking of the 
book only. “ I have little leisure for such litenitur© 
just now. I have been using up my (yi might on 
old characters lately ; the fac^ is, I want a rcmlor 
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for my evenings ; but I am fastidious in voices, and 
I cannot endure listening to an imperfect reader. It 
is a misfortune, in some senses : I feed too much on 
the inward sources ; I live too much with the dead. 
My mind is something like the ghost of an ancient, 
wandering about the world and trying mentally to 
construct it as it used to be, in spite of ruin and 
confusing changes. But ]» find it necessary to use 
the utmost caution about my eyesight.” 

This was the first time that Mr Casaubon had 
spoken at any length. ‘ He dehvered himself with 
precision, as if he had been called upon to make a 
public statement ; and the balanced sing-song neat- 
ness of his speech, occasionally corresponded to by 
a movement of his head, was the more conspicuous 
from its contrast with good Mr Brooke’s scrappy 
slovenliness. Dorothea said to herself that Mr 
Casaubon was the most interesting man she had 
ever seen, not excepting even Monsieur Liret, the 
Vaudois clergyman who had given conferences on 
the history of the Waldenses. To reconstruct a 
past world, doubtless with a view to the highest 
purposes of truth — ^what a work to be in any way 
present at, to assist in, though only as a lamp-holder I 
This elevating thought lifted her above her annoy- 
ance at being ftwitted with her ignorance of poli- ’ 
tical economy, that never-explained science which 
was thrust as an extinguisher over all her lights. 

“But you are fond of riding, Miss Brooke,” Sir 
James presently took an opportunity of sayiiig. 
should have thought you would enter a little into 
the pleasures of huufcing.** I wish you would let me 
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send over a chestnnt horse for you to try. It has 
been trained for a lady- I saw you on Saturday 
cantering over the hill on a nag not worthy of you. 
My groom shall bring Corydon for you every day, if 
you will only mention the time.’^ 

Thank you, you are very good. I mean to give 
up riding. I shall not ride any more,” said Dorothea, 
urged to this brusque resolution by a little annoyance 
that Sir James would be soliciting her attention 
when she wanted to give it all to Mr Casaubon. 

‘^Xo, that is too hard,” said Sir James, in a tone 
of reproach that showed strong interest. ‘^Your 
sister is given to self-mortification, is she notf ” he 
continued, turning to Ceha, who sat at his right 
hand. 

“ I think she is,” said Celia, feeling afraid lest she 
should i^y something that would not please her 
sister, and blushing as prettily as possible above her 
necklace. She likes giving up.” 

If that were true, Celia, my giving-up would be 
self-indulgence, not self-mortification. But there 
may be good reasons for choosing not to do what is 
very agreeable,” said Dorothea. 

Mr Brooke was speaking at the same time, but 
it was evident that Mr Casaubon was observiner 
Dorothea, and she was aware of it.*' 

^‘Exactly,” said Sir James. ^^You give up fr-om 
some high, generous motive.” 

“No, indeed, not exactly. I did not say that of 
myself,” answered Dorothea, reddening. Unlike 
Celia, she rarely blushed, and only from high delight 
or anger. At this momenf shetfelt angry with the 
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perverse Sir James, my did he not pay attention 

to Celia, and leave her to listen to Mr Casaubon ? 

if that learned man wonld only talk, instead of 
allowing himself to be talked to by Mr Brooke, who 
tvas just then informing him that the Eeformation 
either meant something or it did not, that he himself 
■vvas a Protestant to the core, but that Catholicism was 

fact ; and as to refusing a» acre of your groimd for 
a Eomanist chapel, aU men needed the bridle of 
^religion, which, properly speaking, was the dread of 
^ Hereafter. 

“ I made a great study of theology at one time,” 
said Mr Brooke, as if to explain the insight just 
Mnanifested. “ I know- something of all schools. I 
fcnew Wilberforce m his best days. Do you know 
''W’Eberforce ? ” 

Mr Casaubon said, “No.” * 

“ Well, Wilberforce was perhaps not enough of a 
■tlninker; but if I went into Parliament, as I have 
fceen asked to do, I should sit on the independent 
bench, as Wilberforce did, and work at philanthropy.” 

Mr Casaubon bowed, and observed that it was a 
wide field. 

Yes, said Mr Brooke, with an easy smile, “ but 
I Nave documents. I began a long while ago to 
oollect documentf. They want arranging, but when 
a. question has struck me, I have written to some- 
body and got an answer. I have documents at 
May back But now, how do you arrange your 
cLo curaents ? ^ ’ 

In pigeon-lioles partly/^ said Mr Casaubon, with 
a startled air 
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“Ah, pigeon-holes wiU not do. I have tried 
pigeon-holes, but everything gets mixed m Pigeon- 
holes : I never know whether a paper is m A or Z. 

“ I wish you would let me sort your papers for 
vou uncle,” said Dorothea. “I would letter them 
*all, and then make a list of subjects under each 

letter/' i 

Mr Casanbon gravely smiled approval, and said 

to Mr Brooke, You liave an excellent secretary at 

band, you perceive.” 

''No, no,” said Mr Brooke, shaking bis bead; I 
cannot let young ladies meddle with my documents. 
Young ladies are too flighty.” ^ 

Dorothea felt hurt. Mr Oasaubon would think 
tliat her uncle had some special reason for deliveiing 
this opinion, whereas the remark lay in his mind as 
lightly as the* broken wing of an insect among all 
the other firagments there, and a chance current had 
sent it alighting on her. 

When the two girls were in the drawing-room 
alone, Celia said^ — 

" How very ugly Mr Casaubon is ! ” 

'' Celia I He is one of the most distinguished- 
looking men I ever saw. He is remarkably like 
^ the portrait of Locke. He has the same deep eye- 
sockets.” ^ 

" Had Locke those two white moles with hairs on 
them ? ” 

''Ohy I daresay! when people of a certain sort 
looked at him,” said Dorothea, walking away a 

little. 

"Mr Casaubon is so sallow.” 
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A 11 the better. I suppose you admire a man 
with the complexion of a cochon de lait'^ 

Dodo I exclaimed Celia, looking after her in 
surprise. “I never heard you make such a com- 
parison before.’’ 

“Why should I make it before the occasion 
came? It is a good comparison: the match is 
perfect.” • 

Miss Brooke was clearly forgetting herself, and 
Celia thought so. 

“ I wonder you show temper, Bbrothe%” 

“It is so painful in you, Celia, that you will look 
at huAan beings as if they were merely animals 
with a toilet, and never see the great soul in a 
man’s face.” 

“Has Mr Casaubon a great soul.^’ Celia was 
not without a touch of naive malice. 

Yes, I believe he has,” said Dorothea, with the 
full voice of decision. “Everything I see ih him 
corresponds to his pamphlet on Biblical Cosmology.” 

“ He talks very little,” said Celia. 

“ There is no one for him to talk to.” 

Celia thought privately, “Dorothea quite despises 
Sir James Chettam ; I believe she would not accept 
him.” Celia felt that this was a pity. She bad 
never been deceived as to the object of the baronet’^ 
interest. Sometimes, indeed, she had reflected that 
Dodo would perhaps not make a husband happy 
who had not her way of looking at things 5 and 
stifled in the depths of her heart was the feeling 
that her sister was too religious for family comfort. 
Motions and scruples*were like spilt needles, mak- 
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ing one afraid of treading, or sitting down, or even 
eating. 

When Miss Brooke was at the tea-table, Sir James 
mme to sit down by her, not having felt her mode 
of answering him at aU offensive. Why shonld he ? 
He thought it probable that Miss Brooke liked him, 
and manners mnst be very marked indeed before 
they cease to be interprefised by preconceptions either 
confident or distrustful She was thoroughly charm- 
ing to him, but of course he theorised a little about 
his attachment. He was made of excellent human 
dough, and had the rare merit of knowing that his 
talents, even if let loose, would not set the staallest 
stream in the county on fire : hence he liked the 
prospect of a wife to whom he could say, “Wliat 
shall we do?’" about this or that : who could help 
her husband out with rea»sons, and would also have 
the properly qualification for doing so. As to the 
excessive religiousness alleged against Miss Brooke, 
he had a very indefinite notion of what it consisted 
in, and thought that it would die out with marriage. 
In short, he felt himself to be in love in the right 
place, and was ready to endure a great deal of pre- 
dominance, which, after all, a man could always put 
down when he hked. Sir James had no idea that 
h© should ever like to put down tCe predominance 
of this handsome girl, in whose cleverness he de- 
lighted. Why not? A man’s mind — ^what there is 
of it — has always the advantage of being masculine, 
— ^as the smallest birdi-tree is of a higher kind than 
the most soaring palm, — and even his ignorance is 
of a sounder quality. Sir Jgcmes might not have 
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originatod this estimate ; Imt a hind Providimei^ 
fumiBlios the liinpest personality with a little gtini 
or staroli in the form of tradition. 

^^Let mo hope that yon will rescind that rcHoliitita* 
about tlio horse, Miss Brooke,” said the persevering 
admirer. I assure you, riding is the most healthy 
of exercises.” 

I am aw^are of it,” said H(;>rothea, coldly. I think 
‘ it would do Celia good- — if she would take to it/^ 

But you are such a |)6rfaot horaewoman,” 

Excuse me *, I haye had v^ty little practice, and 
I should be easily thrown,” 

“ Tiien tliat is a reason for more pmctica. Every 
lady ought to be a perfect horKc.wnmmu that she rniiy 
accompany Inu* husband,” 

“ You BO(i how widely we differ, iSir JamPH. I 
have made up my mind that I ougftt not to be a 
perfect horsmvtmian, anti so I sliould never mmh 
spond to your jjattern of a lady.” . Dorothfta IckAimI 
straight before her, and spoke with cold brnwt|Uerie, 
very mtioh with, thc^ air of a handsome taiy, in limits* 
ing contrast with the solioitmm amia!H,lily of ,litir 
admirer, 

“ I should like to know your rcanons'for thin cniiii 
resolution. It is not |>ossibk tliat you slioulcl think' 
horsemanship w!N:mg,” 

“ It is quite possible that I should think it wwg 
for me.” 

why?” said Sir James, in a tender tone of 

remonstraact# 

Mr Casaubon hatl come up to the table, iciw.mji In 
hand, and wm liitoaiig. • , . 
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We mnst not inquire too curiously into motives,” 
lie interposed, in his measured way. Miss Brooke 
knows that they are apt to become feeble in the 
utterance : the aroma is mixed with the grosser air. 
We must keep the germinating grain away from the 
light” 

Dorothea coloured with pleasure, and looked up 
gratefully to the speaker. Here was a man who 
could understand the higher inward life, and with 
whom there could be some spiritual communion ; 
nay, who could illuminate principle with the widest 
knowledge : a man whose learning almost amounted 
to a proof of whatever he believed ! 

Dorothea’s inferences may seem large ; but really 
life could never have gone on at any period but for 
this liberal allowaace of conclusions, which has 
facilitated marriage under the difficulties of civilisa- 
tion. Has any one ever pinched into its pilulous 
smaUness the cobweb of pre-matrimonial acquaint- 
anceship ? 

“ Certainly,” said good Sir James. “ Miss Brooke 
shall not be urged to teU reasons she would rather 
be silent upon. I am sure her reasons would do her 
honour.” 

He was not in the least jealous of the interest 
with which Dorothea had looked ufPat Mr Casaubon: 
it never occurred to him that a girl to whom he was 
meditating an offer of marriage could care for a dried 
t^kworm towards fifty, except, indeed, in a re- 
ligious sort of way, as for a clergyman of some dis- 
tinction. 

However, since Miss Frookfi had become engaged 
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in a convereation witlx Mr Casaubon about tho Van- 
dois clergy, Sir James betook biirmelf to Ccjlia, and 
talked to her abont her sister ; spoke of a bmist? in 
town, and asked whether Miss Brooke dislikcKl Lcai- 
don. Away from her sister, Celia talked quite easily, 
and Sir James said to himself that the second Miss 
Brooke was certainly very agn*<*abb^ as well as 
pretty, though not, as someapeople pretended, more 
clever and sensible than the elder sister. He felt 
that he had chosen the on© who was in all respects 
the superior; and a man naturally likes to IcKxk 
forward to having the best He would be the 
very Mawworm of bachelors who pretended not to 
expect it. 
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*‘Say, goddess, what ensued, when RaphaSl, 

The afEable archangel . . . 

Eve 

The story heard attentive, and was filled 

"n ith admiration, and deep muse, to hear ^ 

Of things so hi^ and strange.” 

^Paradise Lost, B. vii. 

If it had really occurred to Mr Casaubon to think of 
Miss Brooke as a suitable wife for him, the reasons 
that might induce her to accept him were already 
planted in her mind, and by the evening of the next 
day the reasons had budded and bloomed. For they 
had had a long conversation in the morning, while 
Celia, who did not like the company of Mr Casaubon’s 
moles and sallowness, had escaped to the vicarage to 
play with the curators ill-shod but merry children. 

Dorothea by this time had looked deep into the 
ungauged reservoir of Mr Casaubm's mind, seeing^ 
reflected there in vague labyrinthine extension every 
quality she herself brought; had opened much of 
her own experience to him, and had understood from 
him the scope of his great work, also of attractively 
labyrinthine extent. For he had been as instructive 
as Milton^s affable arBhangel;” and with some- 
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tiling of the archangelio manner he told her how 
iie had undertaken to show (what indeed had been 
attempted before, but not with that thoroughness, 
Justice of comparison, and effectiveness of arrange- 
»aent at which Mr Casaubon aimed) that all the 
to-ythical systems or erratic mythical fragments in 
tile world were corruptions of a tradition originally 
^©'vealed. Having once mafttered the true position 
and taken a firm footing there, the vast field of 
^ythical constructions became intelligible, nay, lum- 
^^OTis with the reflected light of correspondences. 
Snt to gather in this great harvest of truth was no 
i^Ht (ft- speedy work. His notes ahready made a 
foarinMable range of volumes, but the crowning task 
'Would be to condense these voluminous still-aocu- 
»n-u.lating results and bring them, li^e the earlier 
■viiitage of Hippocratic books, to fit a little shelf. 
In explaining this to Dorothea, Mr Casaubon ex- 
pressed himself nearly as he would have done to a 
fellow-student, for he had not two styles of talKng . 
tJ-t: command : it is true that when he used a Greek 
oar Xatin phrase he always gave the Pngliiati ■v,rith 
®*^^o.pulous care, but he would probably have done 
tliis in any case. A learned provincial clei^yman 
is a»ccustomed to think of his acquaintances as of 
lords, knyghtes, and other noble and worthi men, 
■til acts conne Latyn but lytille.” 

Dorothea was altogether captivated by the wide 
©mlarace of this conception. Here was something 
t>©yond the shallows of ladies’-school literatoe : here 
was a living Bossuet, whose work would reconcile 
ooneiplete knowledge ifith devoted piety ; here was 
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a modem Augustine wIlo united the glories of doctor 
and saint. 

The sanctity seemed no less clearly marked than 
the learning, for when Dorothea was impelled to 
open her mind on certain themes which she could 
speak of to no one whom she had before seen at 
Tipton, especially on the secondary importance of 
ecclesiastical forms and^^^ articles of belief compared 
with that spiritual religion, that submergence of self 
in communion with Divine perfection which seemed 
to her to be expressed in the best Christian books 
of widely-distant ages, she found in Mr Casauboii 
a listener who understood her at once, whcT could 
assure her of his own agreement with that view 
when duly tempered with wise conformity, and could 
mention historical examples before unknown to her. 

^^He tliinks with me,’^ said Dorothea to herself, 
‘^ or rather, he thinks a whole world of which my" 
thought is but a poor twopenny mirror. And his 
feelings too, his whole experience — what a lake 
compared with my little pool!” 

Miss Brooke argued from words and dispositions 
not less unhesitatingly than other young ladies of 
her aga. Signs are small measurable things, but 
inteipretations are illimitable, and in girls of sweet, 
ardent nature, every sign is apt to^ conjure up won- 
der, hope, belief, vast as a sky, and coloured by a 
diffused thimbleful of matter in the shape of know- 
ledge. They are not always too grossly deceived ; 
for Sinbad himseK may have fr,llen by good-luck on 
a true description, and wrong reasoning sometimes 
lands poor mortals in right conclusions r starting a 
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long way off tlio true point, and proct^bding by loops 
and zigzags, we now and tlion arrive) just wliero wo 
ought to be. Because Miss Brexjko was hasty in 
her trust, it is not therefore clear that Mr Casaubon 
was unworthy of it. 

He stayed a little longer than he had intended, 
on a slight pressure of invitation from Mr Brrxike, 
who offered no bait excepting own documents on 
raaohine-breaiing and rick-buming. Mr Casaubon 
was called into the library to look at these in a 
heap, while his host picked up first one and then 
the other to read aloud from in a skipping and nn* 
certain* way, passing from one unfinished passage 
to another with a “ Yes, now, but lioro ! " and finally 
pushing thorn all aside to open the journal of his 
youthful Cfintinental travels. ^ 

“Look hero — lioro is all aliout Groooo. Rham- 
nus, the ruins of Rlianinus you aro a great Greoian, 
now. I don’t know whether you have given muoh 
study to the topography. I spent no end of time 
in making out these things—Helicon, now. Hens, 
now l-~‘ We started the next morning for PaniaKsus, 
toe double-peaked Parnassus.’ All this volume is 
about Greece, you know,” Mr Brooke wound up, 
rubbing his thumb transversely along to© 
of toe leaves as lie held the book torvwd. 

Mr Casaubon made a dignified though s^naewltot 
sad audience ; Imwed in the riglit place, and avoided 
looking at toything doemuenf ary as far as imssible, 
without showing disregard or impatience ; mindful 
that this dosultoriuoss was associated with the insti- 
tutions of too countryfand’that the man who took 
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him on this severe mental scamper was not only an 
amiable host, but a landholtlor and cuMoh rotulonuih 
Was bis endurance aided also by tlio reflection tluit 
Mr Brooke was the uncle of Dorotlioa V 

Certainly be seemed more and inon' bent i>n niak« 
ing ber talk to bim, on drawing her out, an (!eHa 
remarked to berself; and in looking at lun' bin faci^ 
was often lit up by a f^mile like pale wintry Huti- 
sbine. Before bo loft tlie next morning, while 
taking a pleasant walk with Miss Brt>oko along 
tbe gravelled teiTaco, be had nuuitioned t,o hc‘r 
that be felt tbe disadvantage of loticiinesH, tln^ 
need of that cheerful coinpanionship witlf which 
tbe presence of youth can lighten or vary the 
serious toils of maturity. And he d<divi»rfHl thin 
statement with as miich careful priHUsion an if ho 
bad been a diplomatic envoy whose wortln would 
be attended with results. Indeed, Mr (knsaulHUi 
was not used to expect tlmt bo should huvtt to 
repeat or revise bis communications of a j»racdiiitl 
or personal kind. Tbe inclinations which he hatl 
debberately stated on tbe 2d of Ootober ho would 
think it enough to refer to by the mention of that 
date ; judging by tbe standard of his own iruam>ry, 
which was a volume where a vide enpm could gr^rve 
instead pf repetitions, and not tflo oitlimuy long- 
used blotting. book wbiob only tells of fcKrgottcn 
writing. But in this case Mr Casanbor/s conlkienco 
was not likely to be falsified, for Dorothea hiiartl 
and retained what be said with the ciagor intcriMt 
of a fresh youiig nature to which every variety in 
experience is an epoch, ^ 
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It was tlirco o’clock in the beautiful breezy autumn 
day when Mr Casaubori drove off to bin Rectory at 
Lowick, only five miles from Tipton ; and Dorothea, 
who had on her bonnet and shawl, huniod akmg 
the shrubbery and across the park that slio might 
wander throiigh the bordering wood with no otJier 
visible coinj)anion8hip than that of Monk, the (traat 
St Bernard dog, who alwnyj^buik oare of the young 
ladies in their walks. There had rtsen l:>efofii her 
the girl’s vision of ,, a ^ possible future for herself to 
which she looked forward with trembling hope, and 
she wanted to wander on in that visionary ftitiirt 
withotft interruption. She walked briskly in the 
brisk air, the colour rose in luw chocks^ and In^r 
straw-bonnet (which our cont.nmporaric‘s might lonk 
at with eonj(‘(^<ural cunosi ty as at aii^obHoIoto form 
of ])a/Kkfit) f(}ll a little backward, Hhr* Wf>uld per™ 
haps be liardly (haractcuiscd enough if it wvm 
ornitt(Hl that she worc^ h<*r brown Imir iiatly bnudt^d 
and coiled bcdhnd ho as to cxp(m<^ the oullbio fd* 
luu- bead in a daring manner at a time whmi public, 
feeding rcquinnl tlu^ mfsagremons of naitir«^ to Im 
disBimulat(Hl by tall InirricatleH of frizzed curls and 
bows, never HurpasHCHl by any great c^ti^ept 
the ;B\H\j(‘ea,n. This was a trait of Miss BriHdcids 
asceticism. But*then5 was tioihing tif an aseetufs 
expression in her bright full eyes, as slio looked 
before her, not (H)nHciormly seeing, but ahiorbing 
into the intensity of bi»r nuHsl, the stdenni glory 
of the afternoon with its h)ng swathes of liglii biv 
tween the far-off rows of limes, whose ilmdows 
totichecl each other, ^ 
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All people, young or old (that is, all i^oopla in 
those ante -reform times), would have thought her 
an interesting object if they had referred the glow 
in her eyes and cheeks to the newly - awakened 
ordinary images of young love: the illusions of 
Chloe about Strephon have been sufliciently conse- 
crated in poetry, as the pathetic loveliness of all 
spontaneous trust ougl# to be. Miis Pippin ador- 
ing young Pumpkin, and droaniing along tuslIcssH 
vistas of unwearying conipanionship, was a little 
drama which never tired OTir fathers and motla^rs, 
and had been put into all costunH^s. I^et hut 
Pumpkin have a figure winch ■would snsttChi the 
disadvautages of the short-waistcd swallow-tail, and 
everybody felt it not only nattiral hut iuHu*sHary 
to the perfeo'Jion of womanhood, ihttt a sweet girl 
should be at once convinced of his virttu^, his 
ceptional ability, and above all, Ivis perAn^t situauhy. 
But perhaps no persons then liviog (*(‘itatnly none 
in the neighbourhood of Tipton— “ won 1<1 liavo had 
a sympathetic understanding for ilm dreams of a 
girl whose notions about marriage took tlanr (colour 
entirely from an exalted enthusiasm ahotit the ondn 
of life, an enthusiasm which was lit (dat^fly hy its 
own fire, and included neither the niceties of tie? 
trousseau, the pattern of plate, no/mmi the honours 
and sweet joys of the blooming matron. 

It bad now entered Dorotlioa^s mind that Mr 
Casaubon might wish to make her his itml 

the idea that he would do so touched her with a 
sort of reverential gratitude. How good of him - 
nay, it would be almost^ as if a winged messenger 
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liad snddenlj stood beside lier path and held out 
his hand towards her! For a long while she had 
been oppressed by the indefiniteness which hung in 
her mind, like a thick summer haze, over all her 
desire to make her life greatly effective. What 
could she do, what ought she to do ? — she, hardly 
more th?^.n a budding woman, but yet with an active 
conscience and a great mej^tal need, not to be satis- 
fied by a girlish instruction comparable to the nib- 
blings and judgments of a discursive mouse. With 
some endowment of stupidity and conceit, she might 
have thought that a Christian yoxmg lady of fortune 
shouH find her ideal of life in village charities, 
patronage of the humbler clergy, the perusal of 
' Female Scripture Characters,’ unfolding the private 
experience of Sara under the Old Dispensation, and 
Dorcas under the Kew, and the care of her soul over 
her embroidery in her own boudoir — with a back- 
ground of prospective marriage to a man who, if 
less strict than herself, as being involved in affairs 
religiously inexplicable, might be prayed for and 
seasonably exhorted. From such contentment poor 
Dorothea was shut out. The intensity of her re- 
ligious disposition, the coercion it exercised over 
her life, was but one aspect of a nature altogether 
ardent, theoreti(?, and intellectually consequent : and 
with such a nature struggling in the bands of a 
narrow teaching, hemmed in by a social life which 
seemed nothing but a labyrinlh. of petty courses, 
a walled-in maze of smaK paths that led no whither, 
the outcome was sure to strike others as at once 
exaggeration and innonsiStency. The tiring which 
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seemed to her best, she wanted to jimtify by tlio 
completest knowledge 5 and not to liv(' in 
tended admission of rules which won' novor a(*to(l 
on. Into this soul-hunger as yet all h('r yotithfnl 
passion was poured ; the union which attraottHl hc*r 
was one that would deliver her from In^r girlisli 
subjection to her own ignoraiuu', and give Ian* the 
freedom of voluntary submission to a guide, who 
would take her along tho gi’anclest j>atli. 

“I should learn everything then,” she said to 
herself, still w'alldng quickly along the bridh* road 
through the wood. ^^It would 1 x 5 my duty to study 
that I might help him tho bothw in his great ^vorks. 
There would be nothing trivial about our lives. 

- Everyday-things with us wotild nu^an tho gr(‘att*st 
tilings. It would be like marrying J’a.H<»al I 
should learn to see tho truth by tho satm^ light an 
great men have seen it by. And then I should 
know what to do, when I got older: I should see 
how it was possible to lead a giund bib- hero nt»\v 
—in England. I don't feel sure about doing g<KwI 
in any way now: everything seems like going on 
a mission to a people whose language I don't know ; 
—unless it were building good cottages— there ctim 
^ be no doubt about ihai Oh, I hope I should 
able to get the people well housed in liowiek! 1 
will draw plenty of plans while I have time.’' 

Dorothea checked herself suddcmlj with stdf-re- 
buke for the presumptuous way in which she was 
reckoning on uncertain events, bxit she was spared any 
inward effort to change tlio direction of her thoughts 
by the appearance of a caliteriEg honeirMUi round a 
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taming of tho road Tlio woll-groomod dioHtnnt 
horse and two beautiful eottera could h-avo no doubt 
that the rider was Sir James Chettain. He disccrmtd 
Dorothea, jumped off his horse at once, and, having 
delivered it to his groom, advuiuaal Inwards her with 
something wliito on his arm, at which iho two setters 
were barking in an excited nianni'r. 

“How delightful to nu'v.h yon, Miss IlnmkfV’ ho 
said, raising his hat and showing his sleekh wavitig 
blond hair. “It has hastened tho pleasure I was 
looking forward to.” 

Miss Brooko was annoyed at the interiiiptinn. 
This »niablo liaronet, nvdly a suitable luishand for 
C/olia, (^xaggcrahsl tho necessity of making hiinsclf 
agreeable to tho elder sister. Kveu a pro;;jic.’tiv.- 
brotlHu--in-law may bn an oppression if las will 
always bo iircsupiiosing too good an understanding 
with you, and agreeing with yoti evi-n when yon 
contradict him. Tint thought that la- hml nmde 
tho mistake of paying his addresses to herself ettuld 
not take shape ; all her mental atdivity was used 
up in persuasions of another kind. IJut he was 
positively obt.nisive at this moment, and his «limpled 
hands wore (piito disagrtseahle. Her roused tenipiT 
m^o her colour deeply, as she rtiturmal his greitting 
with some haugh?!ness. 

Sir James intoriu-etwl tho ImightemMl colour in 
the way most gratifying to hitnsidf, anil thought 
ho never saw Miss Ilnsiko looking so handsome.. 

“I have hroupjit a little ptit.ilionor,” he said, “or 
rather, I have hrouglit him to see if ho w'ill Ihi 
approved hefont his i«‘?ithMriH offertwl.” Ho showed 
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the white object under his arm, which was a tiny 
Maltese puppy, one of nature’s most imi’vo toys. 

“It is painful to me to see those creatures that 
are bred merely as pets,” said Dorothea, whoso 
opinion was forming itself that very moment (as 
opinions will) under the heat of irritation. 

“Oh, why?” said Sir James, as they walked 

forward. ^ 

“I believe all the potting tliat in given thorn Aom 
not make them happy. They arc too holploHH : tlunr 
lives are too frail. A weasel or a ninnso lluit gcds 
its own living is more interesting. 1 Uk(^ to think 
that the animals abont ns have sonls Bom<‘thhig like 
our own, and either carry on their own little atniirB 
or can be companions to ns, like Monk lun’o. Tlumo 
creatures are parasitic.” 

am so glad I know that yon do not like ilunn/' 
said good Sir James. “I shotild never keep th»*iu 
for myself, but ladies naimlly are fond of Mal- 
tese dogs. Here, John, take this dog, will yon 

The objectionable puppy, whost^, nose and ey«‘H 
were equally black and cxprossive, was thim got 
rid of, since Miss Brooke decided that it laid la^tter 
not have been bom. But she felt it mmmMj to 
explain. 

You must not judge of Celia’s Cooling from mint^ 
I think she likes these small pots. Bho lunl a tiny 
terrier once, which she was very fond of. It mado 
me unhappy, because I was afraid of treading on it, 
I am rather short-sighted.” 

“Yon have your own opinion about ovorjthing, 
Miss Brooke, and it is^lwayg a good opinion.” 
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What atiBWor waH poHaiblo fo hik'Ii sliipid rompli- 
monting ? 

^M)o you IaH)u% I <mvy you that/' Hir Janass sai«I, 
aB tluiy contiiitK.ul walking at th(i rafhar hriBk parn 
set by Dorothea. 

I don't quite understand what you nM*iuL''' 

“ Your power of forming an opinion. I can form 
an opinion of pt^rsotm. I l#mw when I like |H‘nple. 
}lut about other ma, iters, do yoti know, I have (dY(m 
a difficulty in deciding. One beam vmy Heiwible 
things said oti opposite sidos.^’ 

“ Or that seem sfmsihlo. Perhaps we dot ft id ways 
diHcriftiinate b(3tw(‘en simso and nonsense.” 

Dorothea fedt that she was rather rude. 

“ Exactly,” said Sir daunts. “ Ihii ytm so»*in io 
have thc^ ]H)vver of diHeriminattcm,” 

“On th(». eontniry, I am often mmhle lo d**eide. 
But that is from ignorajuu*. Tim right eiauduKion 
is thcr(^ all thc‘ sann*, tlarngh I am tinnhhi to mm it.” 

“1 think th(?n^ are few wlm would mm if nmrti 
nmdily. Do yon know, t.foeg(HHl was felling mo 
ycishmlay that* you had the best no! urn in tint w«a4fl 
of apian for eofiag<-H quifi^ wonderful fen* a young 
lady, lie thought. You had a rtnd to use his 

expression. He said you wanted Mr Brookr^ to butlil 
a new H(,d. of c'^itagt.^H, imt ho sianned to tldnk it 
harilly probable that your tmelo would eonsmit Do 
you know, that is om^ of the things 1 vrisli to do- I 
nu^an, on my own estates. I slmuli-l Im so glinl to 
carry out that |>lan of yours, if you would lot nm mm 
it. Of eoursf^, it is sinking iiioney; that is why 
people object to it, ^lialsJurem can never pay rent 
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to make it answer. But, after all, it is worth 
doing.” 

“Worth doing! yes, indeed,” said Dorothea, ener- 
getically, forgetting her previous small vexations. 
“ I think we deserve to be beaten out of our beauti- 
ful houses with a scourge of small cords— all of tie 
who let tenants live in such sties as we see round 
us. Life in cottages ndght bo happier than ours, 
if they were real houses fit for human beings from 
whom we expect duties and affections.” 

“ Will you show me your plan ? ” 

“Yes, certainly. I daresay it is very faulty. 
But I have been examining all the plans ftr c‘ot- 
tages in Loudon's book, and picked out %vha.t bocuu 
the best things. Oh what a happiness it would he 
to set the pattern about here I I think, instiN'id of 
Lazarus at the gate, we should put the pig-sty cot- 
tages outside the park-gate.” 

Dorothea was in the best temper now. Sir Jann^s, 
as brother-in-law, building model cottages on his 
estate, and then, perhaps, others being built at 
Lowick, and more and more elsewhere in imitation 
— it would be as if the spirit of Oborlin had passi^d 
over the parishes to make the life of 
beautiful ! 

Sir James saw all the plans, an?l took one away 
to consult upon with Lovegood. He also took away 
a complacent sense tihat he was making great pren 
gress in Miss Brooke's good opinion. The MaltcHO 
puppy was not offered to Celia; an omission %vlach 
Dorothea afterwards thought of with stnprise ; but 
she blamed herself for it"' She had been angrotsing 
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Sir JamoH. Aft(‘r aJI, it- was a tliat was 

110 ]>u|)py to troad upon. 

(Jelia wan proHiuit whilo plana w«*ro Ihou^’ <*\« 
(unincKl, and obaorytal Sir JamoH'n illuHitau “ H** 
thiukH that; Dodo uarcH alnmi Idm, nnfl ♦ady 
caroH about bor plaiiH. Yet I am not c‘i‘rPiin tliat 
she would reiuHo him if jkIio tluMii^bt lie would If i 
b(‘rmanag<^ everything and mny out all her notions. 
And how very uncomfortable Sir diUncH would bo I 
I cannot bear notiotmd^ 

It wuB (JtdiidB private luxury to tmlnlge in thia 
diBlike. Slio dared not crmfcBB It to her BiBlcr isi 
any dftoct Btartement, for that would la* laying hf*r- 
Helf op(‘n to a demmiHt ration that nhe whh Houm^how 
or oiluT at war with, all gondm*!;.-. Ihif on wdb 
opportunitif^H, nhe had an indirect mode of making 
h(T negative windoni tcdl upon Ihirotlu^ip and trilling 
her down from her rhapHoda*, motnl by reminding 
her that peoph^ wcn*o Blaring^ not listening. Delia- 
vvaH not impulHivo : what nhe had to my conh! walt^ 
and came from lu*r alwayn with the Bume <|niot nfac* 
ca-to evtmnoHH. When pi'ople talked with tmmgy 
tind emphaniB Bhe watcluHl their futn^H iiml ft‘aiurf*H 
immdy. She mm^r could umlerntnnd bow welb 
laud I'jerHoim t^onHcniod to ning and opmi their 
monthH in the rUliculoim manner requmito for that 
vocal 

It mm not many <IayH laifort) Mr (jumuboii paid a 
morning viaif, on which ho wan invited agidn for 
the following wtmk to dine and atay the iilglrt. 
Thua Dorothea had thriai more eonveimtioim with 
him, and wati convinced flmt her firit impreSBioua 
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iiad been just He was all she had at first imagined 
him to be : almost ever3d;hing he had said seemed 
like a specimen from a mine, or the inscription on 
the door of a mnseum which might open on the 
treasnres of past ages ; and this trust in his mental 
wealth was all the deeper and more effective on her 
inclination because it was now obvious that his 
visits were made for hei^ sake. This accomplished 
man condescended to think of a young girl, and 
take the pains to talk to her, not with absurd com- 
pliment, but with an appeal to her understanding, 
and sometimes with, instructive correction. What 
delightful companionship! Mr Casaubon itemed 
even unconscious that trivialities existed, and never 
handed round that small-talk of heavy men which is 
as acceptable as stale bride-cake brought forth with 
an odour of cup-board. He talked of what he was 
interested in, or else he was silent and bowed with 
sad civility. To Dorothea this was adorable gen- 
uineness, and religious abstinence from that artifi- 
ciality which uses up the soul in the efforts of pre- 
tence. For she looked as reverently at Mr Casau- 
bon’s religious elevation above herself as she did 
at his intellect and learning. He assented to her 
expressions of devout feeling, and usually with an 
appropriate quotation f he allowed^ himself to say 
that he had gone through some spiritual conflicts 
in his youth ; in short, Dorothea saw that here she 
might reckon on understanding, sympathy, and 
guidance. On one — only one — of her favourite 
themes she was disappointed. Mr Casaubon ap- 
parently did not care about building cottages, and 
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divortod tlio talk to oxtroincdy narrow acroni- 
modation which waH to hr^ had in tho dwidlin^L^s (if 
the ancient Plgyptiann, an if to <*ht*ck a too hi^h 
Htandai^l. After lu^ wan gonc^, J>orothc‘a dwelt with 
t^ome agitation on ihin indiOercnicf^ of hiK ; and her 
mind waB much extaviKed witii arguna ntis drawn 
from the vtirying cotiditiouH <»f idiniato whic*h motlify 
Imnain needB, and from the«ijidnuttecl wickedncHH t»f 
pagan deHj>otH. Hlionld bIio not nrge argu^ 

mentH on Mr CaHimlnm when ho eatm^ again? lint 
further reflection told her that ahe wan proHinnpittona 
in demanding liiB attention to nncdi a Bntyecti; hr$ 
would %ot dinapprove of ht^r oc(*upying hemdf with 
it in leisure monitmts^ as otlier women vNperIcd to 
occtijiy themHelv(‘H with tiadr drc»ss aial omhroidr*ry 
—would not forbid it whi‘n— ' Ihirothea felt 

ratluu* ushanHsl as she deiisdt^d hermdf in tla^se 
aptsmlations. But Ikt uncle hafl heeti invited to 
go k) Lowi(d< to slay a ttonple of days: was it 
reammalde to supposti that Mr (Wulnm delighted 
in Mr Brookt^V Hocurdy ftu* its own sake, either with 
or without doe-nnuads? 

Mrtanwhih^ tliat little disappointment, made her 
delight tluunore in Hir Jaim^H (lliettanfs readimwg 
to set on foot tluj di^sired improvements, eitme 
mtuth offcener iBm Mr (.lasanlKUi, aial Dorothea 
ceastsl to find ld,m disagrctitahlt^ Htneo ho iihowd:al 
himself so imt.lrely in earnest; for ho had iihmdy 
entt.?re4l, with miieli. praetu^a'l ability into laivegoiara 
estimates; and was eharmingly docile. Bbo pro- 
posed to build a cample of cfottages, ami, tntnsfcir two 
families from their ob'!« cabins, wbicb couH then be 
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pulled down, so that new ones could be built on the 
old sites. Sir James said “Exactly,” and she boro 
the word remarkably well. 

Certainly these men who had so few spontaneous 
ideas might be very useful members of society under 
good feminine direction, if they were fortunate in 
choosing their sisters-in-law I It is difficult to say 
whether there was or was not a little wilfulness in 
her continuing blind to the possibility that another 
sort of choice was in question in relation to luu*. Ihit 
her life was just now full of hope and acitioti : bIk^ 
was not only thinking of her plans, but getting dcnvn 
learned books from the library and readinff* many ^ 
things hastily (that she might bo a little I(‘hh 
ignorant in talking to Mr Casaubon), all while 
being visited ydth conscientious questioningH whetluT 
she were not exalting those poor doings above 
measure and contemplating them with that 
satisfaction which was tlie last doom of ignonuH^o 
and folly. 
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M fTi'nf, 0»if Hr> Min « fin? ur f:*r ■' * •■ -fv- i. 

Mikn*, Ay, truly j hut 1 fluuL U n tiu’ 

That ) th» iruu.'* 

IFambs iecimB f1atc?mim«icl to do ♦'Vrrvfijhr' 
you wish/'^ iakl Calia, iw thoy worn driving linin# 
from an inspocition of tho now l*iui<liiig-*i^iti\ 

^MI<» Ih a good rn'otun*, and niori’^aonNihlr tliini 
any ono wcnild imagino/' aaid Uorolhi^nj inroiiM*!* 
oratoly, 

Vou moan that ho uppt'arn ailly/’ 

no/' Haid I>orothoa» 0 * 0 ? *1 loot tug tiorKolf^, and 
laying hm,' htntd on hm* Hlf4orV a nnufifaifi ** hot ho 
dof^H not; talk oqiuilly vvoll on nil f^tthjoofw/* 

Hhottld think nono hut flit^agroonWi^ pooplo «hi/^ 
mild ('ioliiq lit hm- ngual pniTiiig way. ^*'ihoy intmi 
ho vary ilrojnlftil fo Ihv with. (Inly think ! at 
hroakfant, and aitvnya’’ 

Dorothoa. laughod. 0 Kitty, yon riro ii wondmfn'l 
eroatnro!’’ Him pinohod ( *ol.iii'^ oltin, iMortg m tho 
mocKl now to think Im* vo-ry wltinlng iiwd htvrdy— fit 
horeiiftin* to Im an ofornal phornh, atal If it wt>iti lait 
docdTinally wrong to aay Itanlly mnm in .nond of 
sa! vat-ion than a aipiiiiraL Of ammo iMopln nmal 
WL h p ' 
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not be always talking well. Only one tells the 
quality of their minds when they try to talk 
well.” 

“ You mean that Sir James tries and fails.” 

“I was speaking, generally. Why do you cate- 
chise me about Sir James? It is not the object of 
his life to please me.” 

“ Now, Dodo, can yoif^ really believe that ? 

“ Certainly. He thinks of me as a future sister — 
that is all.” Dorothea had never hinted this before, 
waiting, from a certain shyness on such subjects 
which was mutual between the sisters, until it 
should be introduced by some decisive event. ^ Celia 
blushed, but said at once— 

^^Pray do not make that mistake any longer, Dodo. 
When Tantri]^ was brushing my hair the other day, 
she said that Sir J ames^s man knew from Mrs Cad- 
walladePs maid that Sir James was to marry the 
eldest Miss Brooke.” 

“ How can you let Tantripp talk such gossip to 
you, Celia?” said Dorothea, indignantly, not the 
less angry because details asleep in her memory 
were now awakened to confirm the unwelcome rev- 
elation. ^‘Tou must have asked her questions. It 
is degrading.” 

I see no harm at all in Tantrip^’s talking to me. 
It is better to hear what people say. You see what 
mistakes you make by taking up notions. I am 
quite sure that Sir James means to make you an 
offer; and he beheves that you will accept him, 
especially since you have been so pleased with him 

ah>ut the plans. And uncle too-*I know he expects 
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it. Evory vun nm that Hir in vpvy nmvh 

in lf)V6 with j«>n.” 

aiio ravnkion wan m ninmi^: painful in, 

I)oroth(‘a’s mirnl that the* tcnim wnlh^rl up autl llowf‘d 
almmlantl}^ All h**r duar plann Wfi-u. onihiftnrecl, 
and bIio thongiit with diagimt of Sir JniuoH’a am- 
(3oiving that nhu ivro;:rni^a*d him ufi Imr hmm T!a*ru 
wan vuxatinn itm tm maanuit ilf (Ndia, 

^4Inw cotihl hn nxjmc^t; ii?” nlm Immt farth in hf*r 
moKt iinpnttnma uiannun «M' havn tm.xmr iigreud 
with luiii alirait anything but thn rnttagm; 1 wm 
bandy peditn to him 

^Mhiryoti havo hotu* na phniHod with him ninen 
than; ho law Jjogtut to find quito nurn that; voti am 
fond of hhnd^ 

^U*\jnd of him, (hdial How oHiuyou rhormo 
such odiouH oripro:>;-;ion;j?’^ tiaid f)orothf'*H, puHHion- 
ately. 

Doar mo, fhjroflioa, f wtippont* it would }>o Hght 
for you to 1 m 3 fond fd*a man whom you ;h'ot‘pird fur 
a huHlmnd.’^ 

*^It; m oiTmmivi} in nm in nny that Hir JamoH i*ouhl 
think I. wim fond of Iditu lloj^ido^i, it ia not tho right 
word for tho hading t muni havo towanJa thii man I 
would aooojd: ua a huabandd* 

^ “ Wol!, I am mmj for Sir damoa. I tiumght it 
riglit to t.ol! you, liooatmo yon wout on Ufi you 
lilways dO|. novor h»ulnng ju,*4.' whom- y-<ui am, and 
tmiuling in fho wrmig fdaro. V,„i ulwaya mm what 
nobody also acM:m * it in impcmiiiblo to miVmfy you ^ 
yo.t you ri«na*r aoo what; ig quiiit plaim Thiit'a your 
way, I)*)dod'^ Bomolhing eorteinly gavii (Jedia un* 
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usual courage ; and slie was not sparing tlie sister 
of whom she was occasionally in awe. Who can 
tell what just criticisms Mnrr the Cat may l)o 
passing on ns beings of wider spcjcnhition ? 

“ It is very painful/' said Dorothea, feeling 
scourged. can have no more to do with the 
cottages. I must be uncivil to him. I must toll 
him I will have nothing to do with thorn. It is 
very painful.” Her eyes filled again with tears. 

“Wait a little. Think about it. You know lif) 
is going away for a day or two to s(*(> his sist(f.r. 
There will be nobody besides I^ovogood.” (Vdia 
could not help relenting. “Poor Dodo,” slfo wont 
on, in an amiable staccato. “ It is very hard : it 
is your favourite fad to draw plans.” 

to draw plans I Do yon think I only 
about my fellow-creatures’ houses in that cliildish 
way? I may well make mistakes. How can one 
ever do anything nobly Christian, living among 
people with such petty thoughts?” 

Ho more was said : Dorothea was too mm‘h jjirrcd 
to recover her temper and behave so as to show that 
she admitted any error in herself. She was <lisposfMl 
rather to accuse the intolerable narrownosB and the 
purblind conscience of the societj^ around lujr : an<l 
Celia was no longer the eternal cli(^rul), l)ut a thorn 
in her spirit, a pink- and- white nulUfidian, worst 
than any discouraging presence in the ^Pilgrim’s 
Progress.' The fad of drawing plans I What wan 
life worth what great faith was possilik^ when tlio 
whole effect of one’s actions could bo withertHl up 
into such parched rubbish as that? When she get 



llOciK lUiric^KF*. 


SZ 


Otit cif tlir» rji.rrijigp, lifr rljor^kH w<»,r«* palo. li(*r 
eyelids rc‘«i She wiis mi iriiiige i>f somnv, mid her 
tmclo who iriei her in tln^ Inill would have lieen 
alarnn?tli ifC’elia ha«l not laani ehme tii her haiking 
so pretty and that litf ai taita! ttaiohnkd 

Dorotliea's tears to liiive lindr origin in her 
givcs religit:awii«‘ss. Ilii hiwl rettirned, daring their 
ahseneo^, from a jearntiy to^tho eonnty towni^ iihoiit 
a petition for thc^ partlon cif aomo eriiidmiL 

Wi:dl| my dinars, hci aiiid, kiinlly, m they went 
ti|> to kiss him, ** I hofai nothing disagreemlilii hiii 
iiapi'Hnit'Hl while 1 havc^ Imm awayd* 

niiolo/* aaitl C„kyliii, *‘we have hmai to Frealntt 
to liK»k at tlio ca:»ltiiges. Wo thonght yon woiiM 
have l.aam at Imme to hmrlid^ 

I eiiimi hy lanviek to hmeh . •y«4u didn't ki'iow 
I mum hy lanvic/k And 1 have Imaight ii eotijile 
of pamptjh'ia for yoit| Dorothea — in the lihraryi yon 
know; tlif^'y lie on the ftihle its tlie Ithraryd’ 

It aeemed fi» if an ehadrio atresiin wanit tliitmgh 
Dorothea, thrilling her from despair int/M^*. I Mvlafir.n. 
They w^tn*ri pmnphh’tH iilgait the early Chirreh* Tfa^^ 
oppression of Doliiii I'antripp, and Bir dameM was 
ihakijit off, sincl alai walked stniight to the lilimry. 
'Caliii went iip»8titir«* Mr llrfH'ikn was dttiiiriod hy 
'ii iiie»«agO| bnt %}ieti hci riHmtercMl tho libimry, he 
fiMiiiil Dorolimi* aeiitfid and alriawly diK^fi in mm ot* 
ih<' paiiiphhds wl'diili liiwl mmm marghinl mamiseinpt. 
of Mr Oi«feiilKwi*«,*---tiiJkiiig it in, m oagorly m irtm 
iii'iglit liavii taken in fit# ioaiifc of a fivrb hompie.t, 
after a kil, clriiiiy walk 
; SIi# was fottiag aw'iiy fnan Ti|'ston and Frtmldtt, 


54 


middlemaroii. 


and her own sad liability to tread in tl.o wrong 

places on her way to tlio New JcruHalom. 

Mr Brooke sat down in liis ann-cliair, 
his legs towards the wood-fire, which hud fallen n.to 
a wondrons mass of glowing dice between the dogs, 
and rnbbcd his hands gently, looking very nnhlly 
towards Dorothea, but with a neutral loisuroly air, 
as if he had nothing particular to say. Dorothea 
closed her pamphlet, us soon as she was aware of 
her uncle’s presence, and rose as if to go. hsually 
she would have been interested about her unele’s 
merciful errand on bobalf of tlio criminal, but her 
late agitation had made her absont-rnindod,^^ 

“I came hack hy Lowie.k, you know,” said Mr 
Brooke, not as if with any intention to arrest her 
departure, but apparently from his nsmil tendeuey 
to say what fic had said heforo. This fiimlaiimntal 
jirinciple of human speech was markedly exhibited 
in Mr Brooke. “I hmclied tlioro and saw dasau- 
bon’s library, and that kind of thing. I hero s a 
sharp air, driving. AVon’t you sit down, my deiu* f 
You look cohL” 

Dorothea felt quite inclined to aoeopt tluj invita- 
tion. Sometimes, when her uncle's easy way of 
things did not haj.pen to bo exasporating, 
it was rather soothing. She thrdW off her niiuillo 
and bonnet, and sat down opposite to him, •■njoying 
the glow, but lifting up hor Issautiful huuds for a 
screen. They were not tbiu hands, or small hands ; 
but powerful, feminine, mai.ei*nal hands. Blui seemed 
to be holding them up in propitiation for her pas- 
sionate desire to know ?ind to think, which in tho 
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tinfriendly inediiimB of Tipton and FroBhitt hatl 
iHsued in crying and rod eyolidB, 

She betliought Iierself now of the condenined critn- 
inal “What news have yon brought about the 
sheep - stealer, uncle ? 

“What, poor Bunch?— well, it soorna wo can't 
get him off — Iio is to bo hanged/’ 

Dorotliea’s brow took an^xproBsion of rc^pn^ba tinn 
and pity. 

“Hanged, you know,” said Mr Brooke, with a 
quiet nod. “ Poor liomilly 1 ho wotild have lielt)od tiH. 
I know Eornilly. Gasaubon didn’t know Koruilly- 
He little buried in books, you know, Gasatibon is.” 

“When a man has great studit^s and is writing 
a great work, he must of c<mrs(^ give up HtH‘ing 
muesh of the werhL Mow cun he go^alHiut making 
ac'quaintanet^H?” 

“That's tnu\ but a man mopes, you know. I 
have always l)een a bacludor tat», lait I have that 
sort of dis|)OHition that T never moped ; it was my 
way to go al)ont twery wheun and take in t^verytliing. 
I never naqaai : l)ut I c-au see tliat (.ksaubon does, 
yoti know. Ho wants a companion a companion, 
yoti know.” 

“ It would bo a great honour to any one to lie hti 
eoiiipanlon,” gait? Dori^thea, energeticallyp 

“You like liim, eh?” miid Mr Brtx>kti, without 
slitwing any sur|)rige, or other emotion* 
now, I’ve known Casaubon ten years, ever since ^'li© 
mine to Ixjwick, But I utw fol »ytbiiig out of 
him any i<lea,s, you kimw. However, he is a tiptop 
man and may h© a bishop™that kind of thing, you 
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know, if Peel stays in. And lio lias a very higli 
opinion of yon, my dear. 

Dorothea could not simk 

“ The fact is, he has a very high oiiinion indcod 
of you. And he speaks uncommonly W(dl— d(H!H 
Casaubon. He lias deferred to me, yon not lieing 
of age. In short, I have promised to Hi»euk to you, 
though I told him I tlftught thens was not much 
chance. I was bound to tell him that. I said, my 
niece is very young, and that kind of thing. Hut 
I didn’t think it necessary to go into everything. 
However, the long and the short of it is, flint ho 
has asked my pormission to mnkn you an <ffl‘er of 
marriage — of marriage, you know,” said Mr Hrooke, 
with his explanatory nod. “1 timiiglit it hotter to 
tell you, my ^ear.” 

No one could have dotocted auy unxioty in Mr 
Brooke’s manner, but ho did rimlly wish to know 
something of his niece’s mind, that, if flioro wore 
any need for advice, ho might give it in time. What 
feeling he, as a magistrate who had taken in so many 
ideas, could make room for, was immixedly kitni. 
Since Dorothea did not speak immediatidy, he re- 
peated, “I thought it bettor to tell yen, my d>‘iir,’' 

“ Thank you, undo,” said Dortrtheu, in a clear un- 
wavering tone. “ I am very gratefuf lo Mr (tasHulHin. 
If he makes me an offer, I shall ueeep** 1 tidmiro 
and honour him more tlam any man I over saw.” 

Mr Brooke paused a little, and then mid in a ling- 
ering low tone, “iJi? . . . Weill He is a grasl 
match in some respects. But now, t'hettam is a 
good matolu And our land lies togetlier. I shall 
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never interfere against your wislieB, iny dear. Peoples 
ghould have tiu*ir own way in inamage, an<I tluit 
sort of tiling— up to a certain point, you know, I 
have always said that, up to a certain point I wish 
you to marry well ; and I have go<>d reason to lie* 
Move that Chettam wishes to marry you. I, mention 
it, you know.” 

“It is impoBBiblo that I^should ever ma:rry Sir 
James Chettam, said Dorotliea. ‘‘If he thinks of 
marrying me, he has made a great mistake.” 

“ That is it, you see. One never knowH. I should 
have " thought Cliettam was just the sort of man a 
womatt would like, now.” 

“Fray do not mention him in that light again, 
uncle,” said Dorothea, feeling sonm of her late irrita- 
tion revive. 

]\lr Drooke womlered, and Adt that women wmn 
an inexhaustible Huhji/ct of study, since even he at 
his ago was not in a i)(udet;t static of scientific pre- 
diction aliout tlunm Hero was a fellow lik«i Chidt.am 
witli no cliancjo at all. 

“ Well, Init CaHauhon, now. Theri% is no hurry— 
I mean for you. It’s true, iwery ymr will tc^ll upon 
him. He is over five-ami- forty, you know. I sliould 
say a good sev<ui-and4wiinty years older than you. 
'To he sure,— if }^ni lite learning and standing, ami 
that sort of tiling, we cauT have everytliing. :Aiici 
his income is gctsl ■■■ho lias a handsome pro|i#rty 
indopcmd'ont of tlie Church~his im‘omo is goml 
Still he is not young, and I must not (xmcical ihan 
you, mj ■dear, that I think hk JmalMi iS' not ovo'r* 
•strong. I know nothing 'O&o against liim.” 
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“ I sliould not wish to have a husband very near 
my own age,” said Dorothea, witli grave decision. 

I should wish to have a husband who was above 
me in judgment and in all knowledge.” 

Mr Brooke repeated his subdued, “ Ah ?— I thought 
you had more of your own opinion than most girls. 
I thought you liked your own opinion — liked it, you 
know.” m 

I cannot imagine myself living without some 
opinions, but I should wish to have good reasons for 
them, and a wise man could help mo to see which 
opinions had the best foundation, and would help me 
to live according to them.” ^ 

“ Very true. You couldn’t put the thing better— 
couldn’t put it better, beforehand, you know. But 
there are oddJ!ties in things,” continued Mr Brooke, 
whose conscience was really roused to do the best 
he could for his niece on this occasion. “ Life isn’t 
cast in a mould — ^not cut out by rule and line, and 
that sort of thing. I never married myself, and it 
will be the better for you and yours. The fact is, I 
never loved any one well enough to put myself into 
a noose for them. It is a noose, you know. Temper, 
now. There is temper. And a husband likes to bo 
master.” 

^ ''I know that I must expect tfials, uncle. Mar- 
riap is a state of higher duties. I never thought 
of it as mere personal ease,” said poor Dorothea. 

“ Well, you are not fond of show, a great establish- 
ment, balls, dinners, that kind of thing. I can see 
that Casaubon’s ways might suit you better timn 
Chettam’s. And you shall do as you like, my dear. 
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I would Bot liindor C^amitibou j I Haul ko nt ono(» ; for 
there is no knowing Ikjw anythin;^,' may turn ont. 
Yon have not this eamo taBten ub every yoting huly ; 

aiid a clergymati and Bcholar -who may Ijo a lonhop 

—that kind of thing— may suit yon hettnr Hum 
Chottam. (Jhottani in a good follow, a good Bminth 
Iiearkul fellow, you know ; but he doesn't go ttmeb 
into idisas* 1 did, when I vmn his age- Tbit (lasau- 
bon’s eyes, now. I think ho Imi hurt them a little 
with too much reading.’^ 

I should bo all the happier, tmola, the more 
room there was for tne to help him,’^ said Dorothea, 
ardon%-. 

^^You have quite made up your mind, I sc'^i^ 
Well, my dear, tlm fact is, I liavis a h^tiisr for you 
in my pockevt^^ Mr Brooko handcil the Icitm* to 
Dorothea, l>ut as she rose to go away, he added, 
There is not too much hurry, my dear. Tljirtk 
about it, you know.” 

Wluei Dorotliisa had hd't liim, bc^ ri^nec.ted Hiat he 
had cmi-ainly spoknu strongly ; he had put the risks 
of marriage ludbns her in a striking mannm; It was 
his duty to do so. But m to pretending to he wise 
for yotnig p(H>pkv“-XK> tnude, however ttmrh he had 
travtdh‘d iti his youth, ahsorhed the nc*w ideas, axid 
dined with celehllties now difceased, could pretend 
to judge what sort of marriage wimld turn out well 
fur a young girl who pi-eferred (ksaubon to (Jhet> 
kAm, In short, wmuan was a prohlom which, since 
Mr Brookefs mind felt blank before it, could be 
liardly less complicated than the revoIutiouB of an 
irregular solkl 
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CHAPTER Y. 


‘'Hard students are commonly troubled with gowts, catarrhs, rhcmuB, 
cachexia, bradypepsia, bad eyes, stoue, and collick, cruditi(!S, oi^pilutiuiiH, 
vertigo, winds, consumptions, and all such diseases as come by over-much 
sitting: tleyare most part lean, dry, ill-colourod . . . and all through 
immoderate pains and extraordinary studies. If you will not IMiovc. the 
truth of this, look upon great Tostatus and Thomas Atjnainas' works ; and 
tell me whether those men took pains.’'— Buivrox’H Amlumy tif Mdativhaht 
P. I. s. 2. 


This was Mr Casaubon’s letter. 

My bear Miss Brooke, — I have yow gtiardian’a 
permission to address you on a subject than wliicli I 
have none more at heart. I am not, I trust, mistaken 
in the recognition of some deeper correspondence than 
that of date in the fact that a consoiousness of need 
in my own life had arisen contemporaneously with 
the possibility of my becoming acquainted with you* 
For in the first hour of meeting foil, I had an im- 
pression of your eminent and perhaps OKcIusiva fih* 
ness to supply that need (connected, I may say, with 
such activity of the affections as oven tlie preocmipa- 
tions of a work too special to be abdicated could not 
uninterruptedly dissimulate) 5 and each suoceeciing 
opportunity for observation has given th© imprcssioii 
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an added deptli by (v^nvnK'ing; me more enipbaticnlly 
of that fitniiSH wbieh I Imd prrcom'eivfd, and tlius 
evoking more deciBiVcly tboi^o affections to wliicdi 
I have but nenv referrtHl Our conversations have, 1 
tlnnky made stdficicntly clear to yon the tenor of my 
life and purposes: a tenor tinstiited, I am aware, to 
the eomtnoner order of minds. But I liave diseemed 
in you an elevation of t}ioi%lit imd a cMipidiility of 
devotednesB, winch I liad lutlierto not, conceivod 
to 1)0 eompatil>le ©itlmr with the efirly bloom of 
youth or with those? gniees of sex that may be said 
at once to win. and to confer distinction when oom- 
bined^ts they notably are in you, witli the mental 
qtialitiea above indicated. It was, I confesB, hcjyond 
my hoj>e meet with this rare combination of ele- 
nionts l>f)th solid and attractive, adapted to supply 
aid in graver la!>otirs and to oast a charm over 
vacant liotirs ; and but for the event of my intro- 
duction to ymt (whicli, let me again say, I tnist 
not to Im superficially coincident with fon ‘shadowing 
needs, but providentially related thereto aa atages 
towards the cajupletioji of a lifers plan), I sliould 
])rt‘sumnblv^ have gone on to the last without any 
attempt to lighten my solitariness by a irmtrimonial 
uniom 

Buell, my dear'^^Iiss Brooke, is the accurate stativ 
mtnt of my feelings | and I rely on your kind indul- 
gence in V(*nturiiig now to ask you liow your 
own aro of a nature to confirm my happy prt^smii-i- 
nicni' To b§ aooe|>ted by you as your husband and 
tlie earthly guai4ian of your welfare, I should r(>gard 
as the higlicit of pruvidtmtial gifts. In return I 
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can at least offer you an affection hitherto unwastofl, 
and the faithful consecration of a life which, however 
short in the sequel, has no backward pages whereon, 
if you choose to turn them, you will find records 
such as might justly cause you either bitterness or 
shame. I await the expression of your sentimonts 
with an anxiety which it would be the part of wisdom 
(were it possible) to divCrt by a more arduous lal)oiir 
than usual. But in this order of experience I am 
still young, and in looking forward to an unfavour- 
able possibility I cannot but feel that resignation to 
solitude will be more difficult after the temporary 
illumination of hope. ^ 

In any case, I shall remain. 

Yours with sincere devotion, 

Edwaiiu Cabaubox. 

Dorothea trembled while she read this letter; 
then she fell on her knees, buried her face, and 
sobbed. She could not pray; under the rush of 
solemn emotion in which thoughts became vague 
and images floated uncertainly, she could but cast 
herself, with a childlike sense of reclining, in tine 
lap of a divine consciousness which sustained lior 
own. She remained in that attitude till it was time 
to dress for dinner. ^ 

How could it occur to her to examine the lettfw, 
to look at it critically as a profession of love? Htw 
whole soul was possessed by th© fact that a fuller 
life was opening before her: she was a neopliyte 
about to enter on a higher grade of initiation. Him 
was going to have room for the energies whidi 



BOOK I.—MISB BKOOKR 


63 


stirred uneasily niKlc^r the diinnesB and pressure of 
lier (n?n ignorance and the patty ]>i‘reiii[>t,orini.‘ss of 
the worhrs haliits. 

Now she would bo able to dovoto Inerself to large 
y(‘t; definite duties; now she would be allowed to 
live continually in tbo light of a mind tlud, she 
eotild reverenec% This bopi''s was not immixed with 
the glow of proud dediglit— joyous nmi<len sur- 
prise that she was chosen l>y tlie man whom bar 
admiration had chosen. All Dorothea's passion, 
was transfiiHCMl through a mind straggling towards 
an ideal life; the radiance of her iransf!gur<Hl girl- 
hood Ml on tin, I first ol'iject that came witlni'i its 
levcL The impetus with which inclination became 
resolution was heightened by those little ewents 
of tlie day wliicdi had roused her discontent with 
the actual comlitions of her life. 

After dinner, wlien Oelia was playing an ^^air, 
with variiitions ” a small kind of tinkling wliicli 
symlmlised tlm msthetio part of the yoting ladies^ 
education, Dorothea went tip to her room to answer 
Mr Casaulion’s lettur. Wliy sliould slie defer the 
answer? Bhti wrote it over three times, not ba- 
ciiiige she wiilied to cliange the wording, but be- 
muse her hand was unusually uncertain, and she 
could not kmr Biiit Mr Camubon should think 
her handwriting bad and illegible. She piqued 
hawedf on writing a hand in which ' each latter was 
disiinguiihiible witltout fmy largo mug© of conjec- 
ture, and. ilie meant to make muchmso of this ac- 
(t(sripliHhimmt, to save Mr Oasaubon's eyes. Three 
tinu.^s she wrote. 
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My dear Mr Casaubon, — I am very gratefiil to 
you for loving me, and thinking mo worthy to bo 
your wife. I can look forward to no better hap- 
piness than that which would be one with yours. 
If I said more, it would only be the same thing 
written out at greater length, for I cannot now 
dwell on any other thought than that I may bci 
through life 

Yours devotedly, 

Dorotiiea JIrooke. 


Later in the evening she followed her undo into 
the library to give him the letter, that licT might 
send it in the morning. He was surprised, but 
his surprise only issued in a few moments’ silence, 
during which ho pushed about various objects on 
his writing-table, and finally stood with In’s luick 
to the fire, his glasses on his nose, looking at tho 
address of Dorothea’s letter. 

“ Have you thought enough about this, my dear?” 
he said at last. 

“There was no need to think long, uncle. I 
know of nothing to make me vacillate. If I chang(‘d 
my mind, it must be because of something important 
and entirely new to me.” 

“Ah I — then you have aocefted him? Then 
Chettam has no chance? Has Chettam offonded 
you — Otfended you, you know? What is it von 
dont like in Chettam?” 

“There is^ nothing that I like in him,” said Doro- 
tuea, rather impetuously. 

Mr Brooke threw hi^ head and shoulders 
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ward aa if mnw. onti had tlinavti a lif^ht minaila at 
hiia. Dorothea immediately felt aomi* aelf-rehuke, 
and said-— 

“ I mean in the lif^lit of a Iiualuiud. He is very 
kind, I thiidi — rtially vm-y gmid ulxmt the cottngea. 
A vvell-inenning man.’' 

“ Bat you mu«t have a scholar, and that sort of 
ihin}i;V Well, it lies a HttlS in our family. I had 
it mystdf— that love of knowledge, and going into 
everything- -a little tcMi nmcli—it took in« too far ; 
though that sort of thing doesn’t often run in tiro 
female line ; or it runs underground like the rivers 
in Grt%c(!, you know— it mnes out in the sons. 
Clever sons, clever nurtlmrs. I wen), a g<x)d deal 
into that, at oim time. However, my dear, I have 
always said tliat iwojde shmdd do us .they like in 
these things, uji to a certain point, I couldn’t, as 
your gii!iidi;iii, have ooimented to a had match- But 
Oasaulxin stands well ; his iswition is good. I am 
afraid Chettam will he hurt, though, and Mm Cad- 
wallatler will Idamo me.” 

Tiiat evening, of oourso, Celia knew nothing of 
wlmt had happened. Bhit attributed Domthea’s 
abstracted rnanmu’, and the (ividenco of further cry- 
ing siuoo they htul got homo, to the tomjKjr she 
had kton in akmt Sir James Chettam and the 
buildings, and was amsftil not to give fkrtlior 
offonco ; liaving once said what she wfmtod to »ay, 
Celia had no ilisposilioii to recur to di«t|^»eaible 
8uh|eotii). It had been her nature when a tsliild 
never to rpiarwsl with any one —only to observe 
with wonder that they quamllod with her, and 
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looked like turkey-cocks ] whereupon slie was ready 
to play at cat's cradle with them ■wlionover tliey 
recovered themselves. And as to Dorothea, it had 
always been her way to find something wrong in 
her sister’s words, though Celia inwardly protested 
that she always said just how things were, and 
nothing else: she never did and never could put 
words together out of tier own head. But the best 
of Dodo was, that she did not keep angry for long 
together, l^ow, though they had hardly spoken to 
each other all the evening, yet wlien Celia put liy 
her work, intending to go to bed, a proceeding in 
which she was always much the earlier, Dorotli(‘a,, 
who was seated on a low stool, unahlo to occuipv 
herself except in meditation, said, with the nuisii^'d 
intonation wjiich in moments of deep but quiet fuel- 
ing made her speech like a fine bit of nKdtativ(^»~ « 
Celia, dear, come and kiss me,” holding luu* arms 
open as she spoke. 


Celia tnelt down to get the right level und gave 
her little butterfly kiss, while Dorothea (jncireled h(>r 
with gentle arms and pressed her lips gravely on 
each cheek in turn. 

“Don’t sit tip. Dodo, you are so pale to-night : <n) 
to bed soon,” said Celia, in a comfortahlo way, witli- 
out any touch of pathos. " 

“ISTo, dear, I am very, very liappy,” said Doro- 
taea, lervently. 

“So much the better,” thought Celia. “ B„t 

W^t^gely Dodo goes from .one extrei. 


The next day. at luncheon, the butlor, handing 
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soiiK'tliiiij^' to Mr Brrwkn, said, “ Jorias is como hack, 
sir, aiul lias hrouglit this kstter.” 

Mr Brooke rowl the lottor, and then, noddiufy to- 
ward Dorothea, said, “Oaaaubon, my dear: ho will 
bo haro to ditinor ; ho didn’t wait to wTito more— • 
didn't wait, you know.” 

It conld not. KCMti roinarkahio to Colia that a din- 
nor guoBt should ho announdfed to hor sister Ixjforo- 
Irnnd, hut, hor eyes following the same direction as 
hor tmcle’s, she was stmek with the pocidiar effect 
of the annmimaiment on Dorotlma. It seemed as 
if something like the reflection of a white stmlit 
wing Had passeil across her features, ending in one 
of her rare hlusites. For the first time it entered 
into (vtdia H mtnd fliat there might ho sonielhing 
more botweon Mr Oasanlxm and her s^tor than his 
delight in kiokish talk and her delight in listening. 
Hitherto she had eltissod the admiration for this 
“ugly "and li-iuni-iT !i<'<{iijiinlanco with the admim- 
tion for Monsimtr lirot at kuisanno, also ugly and 
learned. Dorothea had never boon tired of listoning 
to old Monsieur Diret when Celia’s feet wore os cold 
as posaihb, and when it liad really become dreadful 
to see the skin of his Imld Load moving about Why 
then should her enthusiasm not extend to Mr Casau- 
bon simply in tlie'’samo way as to Monawmr Liret? 
And it Beomed probable that all loamed men had a 
aort of schodbnastor’g view of young people. 

But now Celia was really startled at tlio suspicion 
whieh had darted into her mind. She was seldom 
taken by surpriso in this wa^, her marvollons <juiok- 
noHS in observing a eertaiu order of slgnB generally 
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preparing her to expect such outward events as she 
had an interest in. Hot that she now imagined Mr 
Casaubon to be already an accepted lover : she had 
only begun to feel disgust at the possibility that 
anything in Dorothea’s mind could tend towards 
such an issue. Here was something really to vex 
her about Dodo : it was all very well not to accept 
Sir James Ohettam, I5ut the idea of iiiarrying Mr 
Casaubon ! Celia felt a sort of shame mingled with 
a sense of the ludicrous. But perhaps Dodo, if she 
were really bordering on such an extravagance, 
might be turned away from it : experience had often 
shown that her impressibility might bo ca'fbulatod 
on. The day was damp, and they were not going 
to walk out, so they both went up to their sitting- 
room; and ^ there Celia observed that Dorothea, 
instead of settling down witli her usual diligent 
interest to some occupation, simply leaned her 
elbow on an open book and looked out of the win- 
dow at the great cedar silvered with the damp. 
She herself had taken up the making of a toy for 
the curate’s children, and was not going to enter 
on any subject too precipitately. 

Dorothea was in feet thinking tlmt it was desir- 
able for Celia to tnow of the momentous change in 
Mr Casa,ubon’s position since he Ead last been in tho 
house : it did not seem fair to leave her in ignomnoe 
of what would necessarily affect her attitude towards 
him ; but it was impossible not to shrink from toll- 
ing her. Dorothea accused herself of some mean- 
ness in this timidity: fe was always odious to her 
to have any smaU fears or contrivanoas abut her 
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actions, but at tins ninmcnt slus was scoking tlio 
liighcst aid iKWHiblcj that sho might not dread tins 
corrosivcnoss of fkdia’s jirotty carnuIly-mimU'd pn)8<>. 
Hor reverie was I.rokon, and tim tliffioulty of docisi«)n 
banished, by (kdia’s small anti rather guttuml voicis 
H] teak in,'.!; in its nsnal tone, of a remark aside or a 
“ by the by.” 

“Is any one else coming to dino besides Mr 
Casaubon ? ” 

“ Not that I know of.” 

“ I hope thero is soino one else, llion 1 shall not 
hear him eat his sotip so.” 

“ WTfat is there remarkablo almut his sonjH'aling I*” 

“Really, Dodo, can’t yon liear how he sciapos his 
sp(K>n? And he always blinks before he aiteaks. 1 
don’t know whetlmr IxKsko blinked, lint I’m sure 1 
am sorry for those who sat opposito to him if ho 
did." 

“ Ctslia, said Dorolh<‘a, with emphatio gravity, 
“pray don’t tuako any more obsorvations of that 
kind.” 

“ Wliy not? They aro qnito tnio,” rotnnmd Delia, 
who had hor reasons for ixTsevering, though sho was 
bcginnin.g to be a little afraid, 

“ Many things are true whioh only the commonost 
minds obseryo.” ' 

“ Then I think the commonest minds must be 
ratfmr nseful. I think it is a pity Mr Oasanbon’s 
mother had, not a commoner mind : sho might hay© 
taught him betti'r." Celia was inwardly frightened, 
and ready to nm away, now she liad hurled this 
light javtdin. * 
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Dorothea's feelings had gathered to an avalanche, 
and there could be no further preparation. 

It is right to tell you, Celia, that I am engaged 
to marry Mr Casaubon."' 

Perhaps Celia had never turned so pale before. 
The paper man she was making would have had his 
leg injured, but for her habitual care of wliatever she 
held in her hands. Slf^ laid the fragile figxiro down 
at once, and sat perfectly still for a few moments. 
When she spoke there was a tear gathering. 

^^0 Dodo, I hope you will be happy.” Her 
sisterly tenderness could not but surmount other 
feelings at this moment, and her fears were tKe fears 
of affection. 

Dorothea was still hurt and agitated. 

''It is qmte decided, then?” said Celia, in an 
awed undertone. "And uncle knows?” 

" I have accepted Mr Casaubon’s offer. My undo 
brought me the letter that contained it ; he knew 
about it beforehand.” 

" I beg your pardon, if I have said anytliing to 
hurt you. Dodo,” said Celia, witli a slight sob. She 
never could have thought that she sliould feel as 
she did. There was something funereal in tlie whole 
affair, and Mr Casaubon seemed to be the officiating 
clergyman, about whom it wouffii be indecent to 
make remarks. 

"I7ever mind, Kitty, do not grieve. Wo Bhotild 
never admire the same people. I often offend in 
something of the same way ; I am apt to syeak too 
strongly of those who don’t please me.” 

In spite of this magnanimity Dorothea was sf ill 
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Bmartin^;: ]H*rhapH mnvh fn^m (‘flta'iH Bnlnlnr^l 
aHtnnislusuait as fnan la*r sntall critiiaHnis. (H' 
conrso aJl th*! wnrld rotual Tiptoti would l>o. otii (d* 
Hytapailiy with this iiiarria,i?o. Jhu-othoa kiH‘W of 
no one %vh<v thou«.i;hi ns she <lid about life aiul its 
best olijoois. 

iSVvorth«‘los.H bidorr^ tin*- <*vi‘nin^ was at an c*nd hIh^ 
was vorv hap]»y. In an kyor^s tetvra4eie with Mr 
Casaubon sho iallnsl to him with moro fmalom than 
gho had f'vor iVdt. h<*t‘oro, o.vini poiirinji^ otit hm- joy 
at tho tlnmpjit of (lc»votin.i? h(‘rg<*lf to him, and of 
learning how nho might best sharo and further all 
lug gr^at; (*nds* Mr ( !aga,idwm was tou(ht‘d with an 
unknown tlolighi (what man would not hnwo IkhuiV) 
at thi« ehildliko unrestraim‘d ardour; he was not 
gnrpns<sl (what h»ver would liavo b(*<*nV) that ho 
should b«‘ tlu^ (»hje(‘t of it. ' 

** My dt*ar v<Hmg lady Mish Brookiv— I)orf)th(*a P' 
he gaid, pressing her lamd between his IhuhIs, “thig 
is a happin«*sg greal<*r than I laid <.w<w lmagim*d to 
be in reHt*rv(% lur me. Thai 1 shotdd ovi^r mmi with 
a mind a-ml p(*rstm so rieh in the mingh*d grae(‘H 
which (aaihl iH*nd(*r inarriagt^ desimble, was lar 
indeed from my t'onei^ption. You liave all- nay, 
inoro than all— those (pialities which I have ever 
regarded as the- Miaraet(‘riHiie t*xcelhmeeg ot woman- 
hocai The gnnit <harm of your sex, is its capability 
of an ardtmt s<df-sa(U*ifieing af[t*etion, and h(*rcu*n wo 
gfie ite itnesH to nmnd and <iomphst(^ the exiBience ot 
our own# Hitherto I hav(*. known ftiw jdeuKuniS Ka,v<» 
of the severer kind ; my satisfaedloim have b(*(*u 
those of the solitary stmient# I have Ixsin little 
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disposed to gather flowers that would wither in my 
hand, but now I shall pluck them with eagerness, to 
place them in your bosom.'' 

ISTo speech could have been more thoroughly 
honest in its intention: the frigid rhetoric at the 
end was as sincere as the bark of a dog, or the 
cawing of an amorous rook. Would it not be rash 
to conclude that there ^as no passion behind those 
sonnets to Delia which strike us as the thin music 
of a mandolin? 

Dorothea's fixith supplied all tliat Mr Casaubon's 
words seemed to leave unsaid : wliat believer sees a 
disturbing omission or infelicity ? The text, w^etlior 
of prophet or of poet, expands for whatever m) can 
put into it, emd even his bad grammar is sublimti. 

“I am very ignoraht—you will, quite wonder at 
my ignorance^;" said Dorothea. have so many 
thoughts that may be quite mistaken ; and now I shall 
be able to tell them all to you, and ask you about 
them. But,” she added, with rapid imagination of Mr 
Casaubon's probable feeling, I will not trotiblo yoti 
too much ; only when you are inclined to listen to 
me. lou must often be weary with the pursuit of 
subjects in your own track. I shall gain enough if 
j(m will take mo with you there.” 

“How should I be able now to persevere in any 
path without your companionship?” said Mr Casaii- 
hon, kissing her candid brow, and feeling that 
heaven had vouchsafed him a blessing in every way 
suited to his peculiar wants. Ho was licing niu-oi,- 
sciously wrought upon by the charms of a nature 
which was entirely withotft hidden calculations either 
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for eftpotn fir for reiru^tor eiuls. It \va,R 

tliiB wliich nuwlfi Dorothea BO childlikey and, accordiiLo- 
to Bome jutlgert, m Btiipid, with all her repitted elevi^r- 
noBH ; as, for exmople, in the present ease of tlirowing 
herBolf, n»ol;i|ihorio;dly Bpc3aking, at Mr CaBanhoirB 
feet, and kissing his ttnfaBhionahle shoe-ties as if la*, 
were a l',h‘otc!Btaiit Pope. Hlie was not in tlie least, 
teaching Mr (..kisanbon toasik^f he were good enongh. 
for her, hat rntn‘ely asking herself anxionsly how she 
could be gcHxl laanigli for Mr Oasatibon. llefore lni 
left the next day it had lieen (hicided that th (3 
marriagf3 should take place within six weeks. M^hy 
not? Dasaubon^s house was ready. It was not 
a parsoniige, btit a considerable tnausion, witli nnu*h 
land attached to it. The parsoiuago was inluibitcHl 
by tba eurate, wlio did all the duty except preaching 
the tnoming iormon. 
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My lady’s tongue is like tlie meadow blades, 

That cut you stroking tliein with idle hand. 

Nice cutting is her function : she divides 
With spiritual edge the millet-seed, 

And makes intangible savings.” f<' 

As Mr Casaubon’s carriage was passing out of the 
ga,teway, it arrested the entrance of a pony phaeton 
driven by a Tady with a servant seated behind. It 
■was doubtful whether the recognition had boon 
mutual, ^ for Mr Casa'ubon was looking absently 
before him ; but the lady was quick-eyed, and throw 
a nod and a “how do you do?” in the nick of time. 
In spite of her shabby bonnet and very old Indian 
shawl, It was plain that the lodge-keeper regarded 
her as an important personage, from the low curtsey 

which was dropped on the entrance of the small 
phaeton. ^ 

“Well, Mrs Pitchett, how are your fowls laying 
now. said the high-coloured, dark-eyed lady, with 
the clearest chiselled ntterancc. 

“Pretty well for laying, madam, but they've tn’en 

to eating their eggs: I’ve no peace o’ mind with 
em at all.'^ r 
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the oiiTiriihalH ! I'k^tter nail them ehea]) at; 
on,cu\ What will yom Bell them a couple? Oim 
oaii’t eiit fowk of a Irntl character at a high prit^e.” 

“Wall^ imwlam, Imlta-orowii : I eoulchft let \nii 
gOj not inaler.^'^ 

Half-a-cmwnj thoBC timea I dome now— for the 
Rectork chicken-broth on a Sunday. He liaB c‘on- 
etimed all onr« that I cari Yon are lialf };>u,id 

with the fiarmon^ Mrs Pitchett, rernomber that. 
Take a pair of tnmhler-pigeonB for tReni — little 
boantiea* Yon. nmat come and aee them. Yon luive 
no tiimblem arrjong yotir pigeons.’^ 

*Wv*ell, madaniy Maatar Fitohott ahall go and naa 
kim after work Hek wy hot on new sorts 5 t:o 
oblige 

Oblige me I It will l>6 the best bargain he evc^r 
made. A pair of clnirch pigeons for a eoiipla of 
wicka^i S|>ariiih fowls that oat their own eggs I 
Don't joxt and Pitoliett boast too much, that is all!” 

Ti'he phaebm was driven onwards with the last 
words, leaving Mrs Fitohott laughing and shaking 
her hoiid slowly, with an interjeotional 8tir('‘.(?/, 
siirofy/' — from wliioh it might be inferred that she 
would have found the country-side somewhat duller 
if the Eeotoris lady .had boon less fra^o-spoken and 
liiii of a skififlinL Indeed, both the hirnuu’s and 
kboureri in tite ' parishes of Freshitt un<l Tfipton 
W(iuld liavci felt a sad lat^k of conversation, but for 
the storitjH almut what l\l!*s dadwallader said ami 
did : a lady of immt^aHunibly high birth, descended, 
as it w(U‘e, from tinkmnvn eariH, dim as the crowd of 
la^roic shades — who pleaded poverty, pared down 
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prices, and out jokes in the most companionable 
manner, though with a turn of tongue that lot 3^011 
know who she was. Such a ladj gave a neighbour- 
liness to both rank and religion, and mitigated the 
bitterness of uncommuted tithe. A much more ex- 
emplary character with an infusion of sour dignity 
would not have furthered their compreliension of 
the^ Thirty-nine Article^ and would have been less 
socially uniting. 

Mr Brooke, seeing Mrs Cadwallader^s merits from 
a different point of view, winced a little when her 
name was announced in the library, where he was 
sitting alone. c 

“I see you have had our Lowick Cicero hero,” she 
said, seating herself comfortably, throwing back her 
wraps, and showing a thin but well-built figure. 

I ^ suspect you and he are brewing some bad 
politics, else you would not be seeing so much of 
the lively man. I shall inform against you : re- 
member you are both suspicious characters since 
you took Peeks side about the Catholic Bill. I 

»e going to pnt ut, 
or Middlemarch on the Whig side when old Pinker- 
ton resigns, and that Casaubon is going to help you 
in an underhand manner: going to bribe the voters 
with pamphlets, and throw open !he public-houses 
to distnbute them. Come, confess ! ” 

“Nothing of the sort,” said Mr Brooke, smiling 
anc rubbing his eye-glasses, but really blushing a 
little at the impeachment. “Casaubon and I don’t 
alk politics much. He doesn’t care much about the 
philanthropic side of things ; punishments, and that 
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kind of tiling. Ho only enrm about Ohuri^h, 
tioriH, That m not niy line of action, joxi know.” 

“Ea-a-ihor too iimoli, my friend. I havt.^ li<‘ar(l of 
yonr doings. Who wa« it tliat sold hin bit of kind to 
tlio PapiBts at Middlemarcli ? I iadiovi.^ yon bought 
it on pnrpoHa Yon ate a perfect (}uy Faux. 
if yon are not bnrnt in effigy this Hth of Novannher 
coming. Tlumphivy would tot come to (juarrel with 
you about it, so I am come,” 

^'^Yery good, I was prepared to h(^ ;[)ersetnited 
for not ponu'ouiing not persecuting, yon know.” 

» There you go I That is a piece of c*lap-trap you 
liave"got ready for the Imstiugs. Now, do not let 
them lure you to tlie hustings, my <k‘a.r Mv Erooki*. 
A man alwaiys makes a foolof himHolf, s|HM‘(*]n lying: 
thercfs no excuse lint being on tln‘ right, siiln, so 
tliat you can ask a blessing on your Immmiug and 
liawdng. You will lose yourself, 1 f(»r(nvuru you. 
You Will make a Saturday pie of all parii(‘H^ opinions, 
and be pelted by everylKidy.” 

^‘Tlmt ii what I expect, you know,” said Mr 
Brooke, not wishing to lietmy how litthi ho enjoyinl 
this prophetic sketch-- wlmt I t‘xp(*ct as an intk?.- 
pcnclent man. As to the Whigs, a man who goes 
with, the tliinkers is not likely to b<^ hooki^J, on liy 
any party. Ec Siay go with them np to a certain 
point— np to a certain point, you kn<»w. But that is 
what you hulicH nevca* uudersiand.^^ 

Where your emluiu point is V No. I sliould like 
to be told bow a man can havi^ any cu‘.rkun point 
when he belongs to no party- k»ading a roving life, 
and nevm* hdting Ids friends know his address. 
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^Nobody knows where Brooke will bo — there’s no 
connting on Brooke’ — that is what people say of 
yon, to be qnite frank. JSTow, do turn respectable. 
How will you like going to Sessions with everybody 
looking shy on you, and you with a bad conscience 
and an empty pocket ? ” 

don’t 2n-etend to argue with a lady on polil ic.s/^' 
said Mr Brooke, with afi air of smiling indidere.n(.‘(*, 
but feeling rather unpleasantly consc^ions that this 
attack of Mrs Cadwallader's Inul ojmruHl the deien- 
sive campaign to which certain rash Kt(^])s had ex- 
posed him. “Your sex are not thinkers, you know 
— varium et mutabile semper — that kind of^hing. 
You don’t know Virgil. I knew” — Mr I)rook(^ ivs 
flectecl in time that he had not laid th(^ })(c*Hon;d 
acquaintance the Augustan 2)()ot — “ I was goine* 
to say, poor Stoddart, you know, '[riud: was whaf. Jin 
said. You ladies are always against an indepeunh^nt 
attitude — a man’s caring for nothing hut fnith, aufl 
that sort of thing. And there is no part of tluj 
county where opinion is narrower than it is luu-c • 

I don't mean to throw stones, you know, hut sonn*- 
body is wanted to take the indopondent lino ; and if 
I don’t take it, who will ? ” 

Mho? Why, any upstart wlio has got nintlun’ 
blood nor position. People of standing should (u.n- 
sume their independent nonsense at homo, not Iiawk 
it about. And you! who are going to marry y(mr 
niece, as good as your daughter, to ono of our host, 
men. Sir James would bo cruelly annoycul : it will 
be too hard on him if you turn round now and make 
yourself a Whig sign-board.” 
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Mr Brooke again winced inwardly, for Dorothea’s 
cngiigciuciil had no sooner been decided, than lie ha<l 
thought of Mrs (kidwallador’s prospective tannts. It 
might iiavo kmii easy for ignorant observers to say, 
“Quarrel with Mrs Gadwallfwior ; ” Imt whero is a 
country gontli iuan to go who quarrels with his 
oldest noighlmurs? Whoconld taste the iin<» flavour 
in tlio nnrno of Brooko if it were delivered casually, 
liko wine without a seal? Certainly a man can only 
bo c^osmopolilnn tip to a certain point. 

“I. hope Chettam and I shall always 1mi good 
friends ; but I am sorry to say there is no prospect 
of his manying my niooQ,” said Mr Brooke, much 
relieved to see through tlio window that Celia was 
coming in. 

« Why not?” said Mrs Cadwallader,,with a sharp 
note of surprise. “It is liardly a fortnight since 
you and I wore talking alamt it.” 

“ My niece has eliosen another suitor— has chosen 
him, you know, I have had nothing to do with it. 
I should have jin-fcrrud Chettam ; and I shonld 
have said Chettam was the man any girl would 
have ohoBon. But tliere is no aocounting for these 
tilings. Your sox is capricious, you know.” 

“Why, whom you mean to say iliat you are 
going to lot her marry?” Mrs Cadwalladcr's miml 
was nipidly surveying the jpossihilities of ehoiee for 
Dorothea. 

But liero Celia entered, hlooining from a walk in 
the garden, and the greeting with her ilclivered Mr 
Brooke from the necossity ofansworing iuiinediaf ely. 
Ho got up hastily, and saying, “ By tho way, I must 
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speak to Wrigkt about the horseSy” shuffled quickly 
out of the room. 

^^My dear child, what is this? — this about your 
sister's engagement ? ” said Mrs Cadvvallader. 

“ She is engaged to marry Mr Casaubori/’ said 
Celia, resorting, as usual, to the simplest state- 
ment of fact, and enjoying this opportunity of speak- 
ing to the Kector's wifJ alone. 

This is frightful. How long has it boon going 
on?” * 

only knew of it yesterday. They aro to be 
married in six weeks.'' 

“ Well, my dear, I wish you joy of your ijf other- 
in-law." 

“ I am so sorry for Dorothea." 

u gQj-i.y I is her doing, I suppose." 

“ Yes ; she says Mr Casaubon has a groat soul.” 

With all my heart." 

“ 0 Mrs Cadwallader, I don’t thixik it can be nice 
to marry a man with a great soul." 

^‘Well, my dear, take warning. You know the 
look of one now; when the next comes and wants 
to marry you, don’t you accept him." 

I’m sure I never should.” 

^^No; one such in a family is enougL So your 
sister never cared about Sir Jamo^ Ghottam ? What 
would you have said to Urn for a brother-in-law?” 

I should have liked that very much.. I am sure 
he would have been a good husband. Only,” Celia 
added, with a slight blush (she sometimes Boomed 
to blush as she breathed), “I don’t think he would 
have suited Dorothea.” 
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« Not, liigli-fl.wu enough?” , , 

Dodo is very strict She thinks so muck alK,nit 

everything, and is so imrticular about what one says. 
Sir James never seemed to please her.’ 

“She must have eiwouragod him, I am sure. 
That is not very creditable.” 

“Please don’t be fuigry with Dodo; she does not 
see things. She thought sb much about the cut- 
tages, and she was rude to Sir James sometimes; 
but he is so kind, ho never noticed it.” 

“Well,” said Mrs Oadwallader, putting on her 
shawl, and rising, as if in haste, “ I must go straight 
to Sir Hamos and break this to him. Ho will have 
brought his mother back by this time, and I must 
call. Your uncle will never toll him. We arc all 
disappointed, my dear. Young people ^hould think 
of their faiuilios in marrying. I set a bad example 

ituirried a ])o<ir clergyman, and made mysi'll a 

pitiable objetst among the De Praoys obliged to 

get my coals by Htratagoni, and pray to heaven 
for my salad oil. ]row<tV(a', Casaubon has infmey 
enough; 1 must do him that justice. As to his 
blood, I HuppoK(( the family <|muteringK are threo 
euttle-iish sable, and a comimmtalor ram]'ant. liy 
the by, before 1 go, my dear, 1 must speak to your 
Mrs Cartcu- about pastry. I want, to send my young 
cook to learn of lier. Poor ])eople with four chil- 
dren, like us, you know, can’t afford to ket^p a good 
cook I have no doubt Mrs (larUir will oblige me.. 
Sir Jairum’s cook is a perfect dnigon.” 

In less than an buur, Mm (Jadwallader bad cir- 
eumvont cid Mrs Garter and <lriven te Fresbitt Hall, 
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which was not far from her own parsonage, her 
husband being resident in Freshitt and keeping a 
curate in Tipton. 

Sir Jaraes Chettam had returned from the short 
journey which had kept him absent for a couple of 
days, and had changed his dress, intending to ride 
over to Tipton Grange. His horse was standing 
at the door when MrS Cadwallader drove up, and 
he immediately appeared there himself, whip in 
hand. Lady Chettam had not yet returned, but 
Mrs Cadwallader' s errand could not bo despatched 
in the presence of grooms, so she asked to be taken 
into the conservatory close by, to look at tfie new 
plants ; and on coming to a contemplative stand, 
she said — 

‘‘ I have a great shook for you ; I hope you are 
not so far gone in love as you pretended to be.'' 

It was of no use protesting against Mrs Cadwalla- 
der's way of putting things. But Sir James’s cmm- 
tenance changed a little. He felt a vague alarm. 

I do believe Brooke is going to expose himstdf 
after all. I accused him of meaning to stand for 
Middlemaroh on the Liberal side, and ho looked 
silly and never denied it — talked about the inde- 
pendent line, and the usual nonsense.” 

Is that all ? ” said Sir James, ^much relieved. 

Why,” rejoined Mrs Cadwallader, with a sharper 
note, you don’t mean to say that you would like 
him to turn public man in that way-making a sort 
of political Cheap Jack of himself?” 

'^He might be dissuaded, I should think He 
Would not like the expense.” 
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That is what I told him. He is vulnerable to 
reason there — always a few grains of common-sense 
in an ounce of miserliness. Miserliness is a capital 
quality to run in families; it^s the safe side for 
madness to dip on. Jnd there must be a little 
crack in the Brooke family, else we should not see 
what we are to see.^' 

“ Wliat ? Brooke standing for Middlemarch ? ” 

“ Worse than that* I reaHy feel a little respon- 
sible. I always told you Miss Brooke would be 
such a fine match. I knew there was a great deal 
of noi^ense in her — a flighty sort of Methodistical 
stuff. But these things wear out of girls. How- 
ever, I am taken by surprise for once.” 

What do you mean, Mrs Cadwallader ? ” said 
Sir James. His fear lest Miss Brooke^* should have 
run away to join the Moravian Brethren, or some 
preposterous sect unknown to good society, was a 
little allayed by the knowledge that Mrs Cadwalla- 
der always made the worst of things. “ What has 
happened to Miss Brooke? Pray speak out.” 

‘Wery well. She is engaged to be married.” 
Mrs Cadwallader paused a few moments, observing 
the deeply -hurt expression in her friend’s face, ' 
which he was trying to conceal by a nervous smile, 
while he whipped his boot; but she soon added, 

“ Engaged to Casaubon.” 

Sir James let his whip fall and stooped to pick it 
up. Perhaps his face had never before gathered so 
much concentrated disgust as when he turned to 
Mrs Cadwallader and repealed, “Casaubon?” 

“ Even so. You know my errand now.”' 
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“Good God ! It is horrible! He is no better than 
a mnmmy ! ” (The point of view has to be allowed 
for, as that of a blooming and disappointed rival.) 

“ She says, he is a great soul.— A groat bladder 
for dried peas to rattle in I ” said Mrs Cadwallader. 

“ What business has an old bachelor like that to 
marry?” said Sir James. “ He has one foot in the 
grave.” 

He means to draw it out again, I suppose.” 

“ Brooke ought not to allow it : he should insist 
on its being put off till she is of age. She would 
think better of it then. What is a guardian for?” 

“ As if you could ever squeeze a resolution out of 
Brooke ! ” 

“ Cadwallader might talk to him.” 

Hot he L Humphrey finds everybody charming, 
I never can get him to abuse Casaubon. Ho will 
even speak well of the bishop, though I toll him it 
is unnatural in a beneficed clergyman: what can 
one do with a husband who attends so little to the 
decencies ? I hide it as well as I can by abusing 
everybody myself. Come, come, cheer up 1 you arc 
well rid of Miss Brooke, a girl who would have been 
requiring you to see the stars by daylight. Betwecin 
ourselves, little Celia is worth two of her, and likely 
after all to be the better match. For this marriage 
to Casaubon is as good as going to a nunnery.” 

Oh, on my own account — it is for Miss Brooke^s 
sake I think her friends should try to xisa tlieir 
influence.” 

“Well, Humphrey doesn’t know yet. But when 
I tell him, you may depend on it he will say, ^ Why 
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not? Casauliou is a good fellow— luul young— yoinig 
enough.’ Thoso charitahlo pooplc never know vin- 
egar from wino till they have HWallowed it and got 
tho colic. However, if I were a man I should prefer 
Celia, espeeially when Dorollica was gone. I ho 
truth is, you have been courting otm and have won 
tho other. I can see that she admires you almost 
as muoli as a man expects lo ki iulnur«l. If it 
were any one but mo who said so, you might think 

it exaggeration. ( lood-hyo ! ” 

Sir James handed Mrs Gadwallader to tho phaeton, 
and then jumped on his horse. Ho was not going to 
renounce his ride hecauso of his friend’s unpleasant 
only to ride tho faster in somo other direction 

tlian that of Tipton Craiige. 

Now, why on earth should Mrs Cadw^dlader have 
ken at all busy atout Miss Brooke’s marriage; 
and why, when one match that she liked to think 
she had a hand in was fruslrati'd, should she havo 
straightway contrived tho preliminaries of another? 
Was there any ingcuious plot, any liide-aud-seek 
course of action, which might he detected hy a 
oaareM toleseopic watch? Not at all: a teleseopo 
might have swept tho parislu^s of Tiptnn and 
Preshitt, the vvlude area visited hy Mrs Cuilwalliulor 
in her pliaet.m, without vvitiiessing any^ intervie.w 
tliat could excite suspicion, or any seeno from which 
she did not return with tho same uuperiurbod keen- 
noBS of oyo and the same high natural (loloui. In 
fact, if that convonient vehicle had existed in tho 
days of tho Seven Sagos, one of them would douht- 
ksB have romarkod, that you can know little of 



86 


MIDDLEMAKOH. 


women by foUowing them about in their pony- 
phaetons. Even with a microscope directed on a 
water-drop we find ourselves making interpretations 
whioh turn out to be rather coarse; for whereas 
under a weak lens you may seem to see a creature 
exhibiting an active voracity into which other 
smaller creatures actively play as if they were so 
many animated tax-pefmies, a stronger lens reveals 
to you certain tiniest hairlets which make vortices 
for these victims while the swallower waits passively 
at his receipt of custom. In this way, metaphori- 
cally speaking, a strong lens applied to Mrs Clad- 
wallader’s match-making will show a play offninuto 
causes producing what may bo called thought and 
speech vortices to bring her the sort of food she 
needed. ^ 

Her life was rurally simple, quite free from seonda 
either foul, dangerous, or otherwise im])ortan(, and 
not consciously affected by the groat affairs of tho 
world. All the more did tho affairs of tho gi-eat 
world interest her, when communicated in tho 
letters of high-born relations: the way in whioh 
fascinating younger sons had gone to tho dogs by 
marrying their mistresses ; the fine old - blooded 
idiocy of young Lord Tapir, and the furious gouty 
humours of old Lord Megatheriuifl ; the exact cross- 
ing of genealogies which Irad brought a coronet into 
a new branch and widened the relations of scandal, 
— these were topics of whioh she retained details 
with the utmost accuracy, and nqiroducod tliom in 
an excellent pickle of epigrams, whioh she her- 
self enjoyed the more Because she believetl m u»- 
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qupstloiiliif^ly iti liirtli and no-birth as slio did in 
game and vermin. Hho woidd ncv«T have <lisowi.ed 
any ono on tlio grotind of poverty: a l>e F>racy 
redncod to take bis dinner in a Ixisin would have 
seomod to bcr an example pathos worth exagger- 
ating, and I fear his aristiKJmtio vices would not 
have horrified her. But her feeling towards the 
vulgar ricli was a sort of relilfioiiH hatred : they had 
prohaldy made all their money out of high retail 
prices, and Mrs Cadwalhuler dotosteil high prices 
for everything that was not paid in kind at the 
Eeotory : such people wore no part of God’s design 
in mining the world; and their accent was an 
affliction to the ears. A town where such luonstera 
abounded was hardly more than a sort of low 
coni(‘dy, which could not hi^ taken account of in 
a well-hrcd soheiuis of the universe. Let any laily 
who is inelined to Im hard on Mrs ('adwalliidi'r 
impiiro into the comprelii-iisivem-.ss of her own beau- 
tifvd vitnvs, ami bo quit't^ sure that they alloid ae- 
commodation for all tlui lives which have Iho honour 
to coexist with hm-s. 

With such a mind, acl.ivt* as phosphorus, biting 
everything that tiamu luair into tlm form that suited 
it, how cr*uld Mrs (’adwalladcr feel that the Miss 
Brookes and th<ur* matrimonial iirospcots were alien 
to luirV <!sj)e,cially as it had hceit the habit of years 
for her to scold Mr Bns.kis with the frimidliost 
frankness, and let him know in confidence that sho 
thought him a jHior criaituro. From the first arrival 
of the young ladies in '.riptou she had prau-rangisl 
Dorothea's marriage with t^ii* James, ami if it had 
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taken place would liave been quite sure that it was 
ber doing : tliat it should not take place after she 
had preconceived it, caused her an irritation which 
every thinker will sympathise with. She was the 
diplomatist of Tipton and Freshitt, and for anything 
to happen in spite of her was an offensive irregu- 
larity. As to freaks like this of Miss Brooke’s, Mrs 
Cadwallader had no pjftience with them, and now 
saw that her opinion of this girl had been infected 
with some of her husband’s weak charitableness: 
those Methodistical whims, that air of being more 
religious than the rector and curate togotlior, came 
from a deeper and more constitutional disea^^ than 
she had been willing to believe. 

However,” said Mrs Cadwallader, first to iierself 
and afterwar^ls to her husband, I throw her over : 
there was a chance, if she had married Sir James, 
of her becoming a sane, sensible woman. He would 
never have contradicted her, and when a woman is not 
contradicted, she has no motive for obstinacy in lier 
absurdities. But now I wish her joy of her Iiair shirt.” 

It followed that Mrs Cadwallader must decide on 
another match for Sir James, and having made np 
her mind that it was to be the younger Miss Brooke, 
there could not have been a more skilful move to- 
wards the success of her plan th&i her hint to the 
baronet that he had made an impression on Celia’s 
heart. For he was not one of those gentlemen who 
languish after the unattainable Sappho’s a|)pl© tliat 
laughs from the topmost bough — the charms which 

*• Smile like tke kno4f of cowslips on tha clif*, 

Not to be come at by the wilHnii; band.’* 
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He Iiad no sonnets to write, and it could not strike 
liirn agreeably that lie was not an object of prebu’- 
enco to tlio woman whom ho had prebuTcd. Already 
tlio knowledge that Dorothea had chosen IVIr (kisan- 
bori had bruised his attachnuuit and n»laxed its liokL 
Altliougli Sir flames was a sportsman, ho Imd some 
other feelings towards women than towards gronsi '5 
and foxes, and did not regarll las future wife in the 
light of i>rey, valual>lo cluefly for the excitements 
of the cliase. Neither was ho so well ac(juaint(Hl 
with the liabits of primitivfi races as to feel that an 
ideal combat for h(3r, tomahawk in hand, so to speak, 
was rreoesHury to the historical continuity of the 
maniage-tiCf On the contrary, having the amiable 
vanity which knits us t(^ tlume wIkj ims kmd us, 
and disinolim^B us to those who ar (3 in^lifiiuxuit, and 
also a good grateful natnn*, the unu’cs idea that a 
woman had a kindness towards him H|)un little 
threads of tenderness from out his lu!aii; towards 
hers. 

Tims it happcuKul, that after Sir tlanu^s had ridden 
rather fast for half an liour in a dir(Hd'.ion away from 
Tipton Grange, he slackened his pace, and at last 
turned into a road winch would lead him back by 
a shorter cut. Vaiious feelings wr<»ugh(. in him the 
determ inaiitm after all to go to the Grange to-day 
as if nothing new. had happemed. Ho oouH not 
help rejoicing thai; he had never made the offer and 
boon rejoottHl 5 mere friendly poHtenesi required 
that he should eall to see Dorothea alxmt tli# cot- 
tages, and now happily Mrs Cadwalkcier had pro* 
pared him to offer Ms congratulations, if necessary, 
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without showing too much awkwardness. He really 
did not like it : giving up Dorothea was very painful 
to him ; but there was something in the resolve to 
make this visit forthwith and conquer all show of 
feeling, which was a sort of file-biting and counter- 
irritant. And without his distinctly recognising tlio 
impulse, there certainly was present in him the 
sense that Celia would be there, and tliat lie should 
pay her more attention than he had done before. 

We mortals, men and women, devour many a dis- 
appointment between breakfast and dinner-time ; 
keep back the tears and look a little pale about 
the lips, and in answer to inquiries say, 
nothing!'' Pride helps us; and pride is not a 
bad thing when it only urges us to hide our own 
hurts — not tg hurt others. 
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“ « pojjonei 

Vuol Ift ilia 

•'^Itallun PrmwK 

m 

Me Cabauboh, m miglit be expectcul, Bpcmt n gmixt 
deal of liiB tinie at the (tratigu.^ in tltenti wcH^kn, find 
the hindrance which courtBhip ecH'jmiuiu^d to ilus 
progreBS of his great work— the Koy to all My- 
thologies— naturally made him look forwfird the 
more eagerly to the hiippy termination of conrt- 
ship. But he had delihemtely inetirred the Inn- 
drance, having made up his itdnd that it was now 
time for him to adorn his life witli the graces 
of female (•(nnj)ani<>nshi|a to irradiate the gloom 
which iatiguo was apt to hang over the intarvali 
of BtudioiiH la, hour with the play of female fancy, 
and to secure in i^as, his culmitiating age, the solac^e 
of female tendamjc for his daclinltig years# Htnoe 
he dotormined to abandon himself to ihti st^nuim of 
feeling, and perhaps was sui|>risod to find what an 
exceedingly sliallow rill it was* As in droughty re- 
gions baptism by imnuirsion could only be ptuformed 
symbolically, so Mr (jasauhon Ibund that sprink- 
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ling was the utmost approach to a plunge which his 
stream would, afford him j and ho conclndod that 
the poets had much exaggerated the force of mas- 
culine passion. ■^Tevertlieless, ho observed witli 
pleasure that Miss Brooke show-ed an ardent snl)- 
inissive affection wdiich promised to fulfil liis most 
agreeable jn-evisions of marriage. It luid once or 
twice crossed his mind that possibly there was 
some deficiency in Dorothea to account for the 
moderation of his abandonment ; but ho was un- 
able to discern the deficiency, or to figure to him- 
self a woman who ivould have i)l(‘ased him l>etter ; 
so that there was clearly no r(‘a>son to fall-back 
upon but the exaggerations of luunan traditiom 
Could I not be preparing myself now to be 
more useful?^” said Dorothea to him, one morning, 
early in the time of courtship; could I not learn 
to read Latin and Greek aloud to you, as Milton’s 
daughters did to their father, wifcIjiOT.it understanding 
what they read ? 

“ I fear that would be wearisonu^ to you,” said Mr 
Casaubon, smiling; ‘'and, indeed, if I nmmnlmt 
rightly, the young -women you have mcntioncHl 
regarded that exercise in unknown tongues as a 
ground for rebellion against the 

Yes ; but in the first placo tliey were very 
naughty girls, else they would have been proud to 
minister to such a father; and in th<j second place 
they might have studied privatedy and tauglit them- 
selves to tmderstand what they kmI, and then it 
would have been interesting. I Impo yon don’t 
expect me to be naughty and stupid?*’ 
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expect you to bo all that an exquisite young* 
lady can be in every poHniblo rolaticai of lifV*. (lor- 
tainly it might l)o a great advantage if you were 
able to copy the Greek characitcr, and to tiiai end it 
were well to begin with a little reading/^ 

Dorothea seized this as a precious ))ernuHsi(nu 
Sho would not Iiavo asked Mr Casaubon at otice to 
teach her the Ianguagf*s, dreading of all tilings to 
be tiresome instead of lielpM ; but it was not en- 
tirely out of devotion to her future husband that 
she wished to know Latin and Greek. Those pro- 
vinces of masculino knowlodgt* seemed to hc^r a 
sta.nding-gronn(l from whicli all tmth could be se<m 
more truly- As it was, sho constantly doulited lusr 
own conclusions, because she ftdt Iku- own igriorunctcu 
how could she c.onfident that om*-room<Hl cottagr^s 
were not for tlie glory of God, when men wlio kmnv 
the classics apptxired to conciliate intliflcrcuice t,o ilio 
cottages witli zeal for the glory? Petiiaps ovtm 
Hebrew might be uetu^ssary -at least tlie tdphabet 
and a few roots--* in order t:o arrive at the core of 
things, and judge soundly on the social duties of tho 
ChristiaiL And slie liad not reached that |K>int of 
renunciation at which she would have been satisfied 
Witli having a wise husband t she wisln-d, |K>or child, 
to h(j wise Iku'hcII? Miss Brooke was tasrtjiinly very 
naive with all luu* alleged cleverness* Celia, whos^ 
mind liad mwt^r been thought too powerful, iiiw the 
emptinesB of other pioplefs pretehsiuriK nm<*h morii 
readily. To liave In gcmeral hut little finding, seems 
to bo tlie only stourifcy against feeing too; much on 
any particular oeoasiom , 

# 
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However, Mr Casaubon consented to listen and 
teach for an hour together, like a schoolmaster of 
little boys, or rather like a lover, to wliom a mis- 
tress’s elementary ignorance and difficnltios have a 
touching fitness. Few scholars would have disliked 
teaching the alphabet under such circumstancoB. 
But Dorothea herself was a little shocked and dis- 
couraged at her own stupidity, and the answois she 
got to some timid questions about tlio vahio of the 
Greek accents gave her a painful suspicioxi that hero 
indeed there might be secrets not capable of explan- 
ation to a woman’s reason. 

Mr Brooke had no doubt on that point, and ex- 
pressed himself with his usual strength upon it one 
day that he came into the library while the reculing 
was going forward. 

“■Well, but now, Casaubon, such deep studios, 
classics, mathematics, that kind of tiling, arc too 
taxing for a woman — too taxing, you know.” 

“Dorothea is learning to read the characters 
simply,” said Mr Casaubon, evading the question. 
“She had the very considerate thouglit of saving 
my eyes.” 

“Ah, well, without understanding, yoti know— 
that may not be so bad But there is a lightness 
about the feminine mind — a toucE and go— music, 
the fine arts, that kind of thing— they should study 
those up to a certain point, women shouhi ; but in 
a light way, you 'know. A woman should bo abb 
to sit down and play you or sing you a good old 
English tune. That is what I like ; though I liavci 
heard most things — been at the opera in Yianaa : 
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Gluck, Mozart, everything of tlmt sort. But Tin a 
conservative in music— it^B not like ideas, you know. 
I stick to tlio good old tunes.” 

'^Mr Oasaubon is not fond of the piano, and I am 
very glad he is not,” said Dorothea, whose slight 
regal'd for domestic music and feminine fine art 
must be forgiven lier, considering the small tinkling 
and smearing in wliioli they chiefly consisted at that 
dark period. She smiled and looked np at her be- 
trothed with grateful eyes* If he had always been 
asking her to play the ^^Last Eose of Bnmmer,” she 
would liavo rcicpiirod much r(wign.atiom He says 
there •is only an old harjisiohord at I^owick, and 
it is covered with liooks.^^ 

Ah, there you are behind Celia, my dean Celia, 
now, plays very prettily, and is alw|ys ready to 
play. irow<*.ver, since Oasaubon does not like It, 
you are all right. But it’s a pity you shonhl not 
have little recu’c^ationH of that scat., Ca-sauhon : the 
bow always strung— that kind of tiling, you know 
— will not do.” 

never could look on it in the liglit ol‘a riM-rca- 
tion to have my ears tt^ascHl with measunul noisens/^ 
said Mr Oasaubon. A tune nnu^h iterated has tlie 
ridiculous oflcct of making the words in my mind 
perform a sort of minuet to time —an vDhvt 

liardly tolerable, I imagine, after boyheod. As to 
the grander forms of music, worthy to mwmpany 
solemn cohsbrations, and even to serve as an educat- 
ing influence according to the ancient cumcHiption, I 
say nothing, for with these we are not immediately 
concerned.” * 



96 


MIDDLEMAIICH. 


“No ; but music of that sort I sbould enjoy/' said 
Dorothea. '‘When we wore coming liomo from 
Lausanne my undo took us to hear the great organ 
at Freiberg, and it made me sob.’' 

“That kind of thing is not Iiealthy, my dc^ar/' 
said Mr Brooke- “Gasatibon, she will be in yonr 
hands now: you must teadi my niecjo to fak(3 things 
more quietly, eh, Dorothea? 

He ended with a smile, not wishing to hurt Ids 
niece, but really thinking that it was peihaps 
for her to be early married to so solder a hdlow as 
Casaubon, since she would not hear of Ghcttaim 
“It is wonderful, though, ^Mm said tu hiratcif as 
he shuffled out of the room—" it is wonderful that 
she should have liked him. TIowever, tiai match is 
good. I should have been tmvelling out of my brief 
to have hindered it, let Mrs Gadwallader say what 
she will He is pretty certain to be a bishop, !« 
Casanbon. That was a very seasonabbt panjphlot 
of his on the Catholic Question a <li*anmy at least. 
They owe him a deanery.” 

And here I must vindicate a claim to pldlosophi- 
cal reflectiveness, by remarking that Mr Brooke on 
this occasion little thought of tlm Biidi<*iil spt*ccli 
which, at a later period, he was IchI to make on the 
incomes of the bishops. What •degiint liiKtorian 
would neglect a striking opportunity for pointing 
out that his heroes did not foresee the history «if tlm 
world, or even their own actions For fociiitijilf*, 
that Henry of Navarre, whan a Tmimtimt baby, 
little thouglit of being a Catholic inonarch | or tliiit 
Alfred the Groat, when* he measurccl his InlM>rioiii 
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nights with burning candles, had no idea of future 
gentlemen measuring their idle days with watches. 
Here is a mine of truth, which, however vigorously 
it may be w’orked, is likely to outlast our coal. 

But of Mr Brooke I make a further remark perhaps 
less warranted by precedent — ^namely, that if he had 
foreknown his speech, it might not have made any 
great difference. To think with pleasure of his 
niece’s husband having a large ecclesiastical income 
was one thing — to make a Liberal speech w^as an- 
other thing ; and it is a narrow mind which cannot 
look at a subject hrom various points of view. 
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Oh, rescue her ! I am her brother now, 

And you Jier father. Every gentle maid 
Should have a guardian, iu eacJi gciitlomau. * 

f' 

It was wonderful to Sir James Chettain Iiow well 
lie continued to like going to the Grange after ho 
had once encountered the difficulty of seeing Doro- 
thea for the ffist time in the light of a woman who 
was engaged to another man. Of course the forked 
lightning seemed to pass through him when he first 
approached her, and he remained conscious through- 
out the interview of hiding uneasiness ; but, good as 
he was, it must be owned that his uneasiness was loss 
than it would have been if he had thought his rival a 
brilliant and desirable match. He had no sense of 
being eclipsed by Mr Casaubon ; he was only shocked 
that Dorothea was under a melancholy ilksion, and 
his mortification lost some of its bitterness by being 
mingled with compassion. 

ifevertheless, while Sir James said to himself that 
lie aacl completely resigned her since with the per- 
versity of a Desdemona she had not affected a pro- 
posed match that was clearly suitable and acconlim*- 

0 
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to nature ; lie could not yet bo qnito. paBBivo undcM- 
the idea of her onp^a|^oment to Mr (jaBaubon. On 
the day when he firnt saw thorn togetlan* in tlio light 
of his present knowledge, it seemed to liim that be 
had not taken the affair BeriotiHly enotigln Brooke 
was really culpable ; he ouglit to have liindered it. 

Who could speak to him ? Soimitliing might bo done 
perhaps even now, at least to defer the marriagci. On 
his way home ho turned into the Rectory and asked 
for Mr Gadwallader. Happily, the Rector was at 
homo, and his visitor was shown into the study, 
whore all the fishing-tackle hung. But bo himself 
was in a little room adjoining, at work with his 
turning apparatus, and ho called to the baronet to 
join him there. The two were better friends than 
any other landliolder and clergyman in ilio county 
— a significant fact wliich was in agreement with tlie 
amiable expH^Hsion of their faces, 

Mr Cadwallador was a large man, with full lips 
and a sweet smile; very plain and rougli in his 
extoiior, but with tliat solid imperturbable ease and 
good -humour which is infectious, and like great 
grassy hills in the sunshine, quiets even an irritated 
egoism, and makes it rather ashamed of itself. 

Well, how are ymff?” he said, showing a hand not ♦ 

quite fit to be grasped* Sorry I missed you before. 

Is there anything particular? You look vexed,” 

Sir James's brow had a little crease in it, a little 
depression of the eyebrow, which he seemed 
posely to exaggerate as he answered. 

, is only this conduct qt Brockets, 'I, really 
think somebody should speak to hinn” 
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“ What ? meanmg to stand ? ” said Mr Cadwallader, 
going on with the arrangement of the reels which he 
had list been turning. “ I hardly think he means 
it. But where’s the harm, if he likes it? Any one 
who objects to Whiggery should be glad when the 
Whigs don’t put up the strongest fellow. They 
won’t overturn the Constitution with our friend 
Brooke’s head for a battering ram.” 

“Oh, T don’t mean that,” said Sir James, who, 
after putting down his hat and throwing himself 
into a chair, had begun to nurse his leg and ex- 
amine the sole of his boot with much bitterness. 
“ I mean this marriage. I mean his letting that 
blooming young girl marry Casaubon. 

“What is the matter with Casaubon? . I see no 
* harm in hina— if the girl likes him.” 

“ She is too young to know what she likes. Her 
guardian ought to interfere. He ought not to allow 
the thing to be done in this headlong manner. I 
wonder a man like you, Cadwallader — a man with 
daughters, can look at the affair with indifference ? 
and with such a heart as yours ! Do think seriously 
about it.” 

“ I am not joking ; I am as serious as possible,” 
• said the Rector, with a provoking little inward 

laugh. “ You are as bad as Elinor. She has been 
wanting me to go and lecture Brooke ; and I have 
reminded her that her friends had a very poor 
opinion of the match she made when she mar- 
ried me.” 

“But look at Cas£(fibon,” said. Sir James, indig- 
nantly. “He must be fifty, and I don’t believe he 
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could ever have been much more than the slmdow 
of a man. Look at his logs ! " 

“Confound you handsome young fellows! you 
think of having it all your own way in the world. 
You don’t understand women. They don’t admiro 
you half so much as you admire yourselves. Elinor 
used to toll her sisters that she married mo for my 
ugliness — it was so various and amusing that it had 
quite conquered her prudence.” 

“You I it was easy enough for a woman to love 
yom But this is no question of beauty. I don’t 
like Casaubon.” This was Sir James’s strongest 
way (5 implying that he thought ill of a mans 
character. 

“Why? what do yon know against him?” said 
the Eector, laying down his reels, and, putting his 
thumbs into his arm-holes with an air of attention. 

Sir James paused. Ho did not ustmlly find it easy 
to give his reasons : it seemed to him strange that 
people should not know them without being told, 
since he only felt what was reasonable. At last li© 
said — 

“Now, Cadwallader, has he got any heart?” 

“Well, yes. I don’t mean of the melting sort, 
but a sound kernel, that you may bo sure of. He 
is very good to his poor relations ; poimions saveml 
of the women, and is educating a young fellow at 
a good deal of expense. Oasaubon acts up to his 
sense of justice. His mother’s sister made a had 
match— a Polo, I think- -loHt herself - at any rate 
was disowned by her family^ If it had not iMien for 
that, Casanbon would not have liad so much money 
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by half. I believe be went bimself to find out his 
cousins, and see what he could do for them. Every 
man would not ring so well as that, if you tried his 
metal. You would, Ghettam ; but not every man.” 

don’t know,” said Sir James, colouring. 
am not so sure of myself.” He paused a moment, 
and then added, “ That was a right thing for Casau- 
bon to do. But a man may wish to do what is right, 
and yet be a sort of parchment code. A woman may 
not be happy with him. And 1 think when a girl is 
so young as Miss Brooke is, her friends ought to 
interfere a little to hinder her from doing airy-thing 
foolish. You laugh, because you fancy I have some 
feeling on my own account. But upon my honour, 
it is not that. I should feel just the same if I were 
Miss Brooke’s brother or uncle.” 

“ Well, but what should you do ? ” 

I should say that the marriage must not be de- 
cided on until she was of age. And depend upon 
it, in that case, it would never come off. I wish you 
saw it as I do — I wish you would talk to Brooke 
about it,” 

Sir James rose as he was finishing his sentence, 
for he saw Mrs Cadwallader entering from the study. 
She held by the hand her youngest girl, about five 
years bid, who immediately ran to papa, and was 
made comfortable on his knee. 

I hear what you are talking about,” said the 
wife. “ But you will make no impression on 
Humphrey. As long as the fish rise to his bait, 
everybody is what he ought to be. Bless you, 
Casaubon has got a trout stream, and does not care 
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about fishing in it himself: could there be a better 
fellow?" 

“WeE, there is Roinething in that,” said the 
Eeotor, with his quiet, inward laugh. “ It isn very- 
good quality in a man to ha-vo a trout-stream. 

“But seriously,” said Sir James, whose vexation 
had not yet spent itself, “ don’t you think the Rector 
might do some good by speaking ? ” 

“ Oh, I told you beforehand what he would say,” 
answered Mrs Cadwallader, lifting up her (wcdirows. 

“ I have done what I could : I -wash my hands of 
the marriage.” 

“In the first place,” said the Rector, looking 
rather grave, “it woiild bo nonsonsioal to expect 
that I could convince Brooke, and make him act 
accordingly. Brooke is a very goocl, fellow, but 
pulpy j he will run into any mould, but ho won t 
keep shape.” 

“ He might keep shape long enough to defer the 
marriage,” said Sir James. 

“But, my dear Chettam, why should I use my 
influence to Oasaubon’s disadvantage, unless I were 
much surer than I am that I should bo acting for 
the advantage of Mias Brooke ? I know no harm of 
Casaubon. I don’t care about his Xisuthrus and n, 
Fee-fo-fum and tfie rest; but then he doesn’t ca» 
about my fishing-tacklo. As -to the line h® -toolc on 
the Catholic Question, that was unexpected ; bttt he 
has always been civil to me, and I don’t we wlqr I 
should spoil his sport. For anything I can tell, 

Miss Brooke may be hapjiier with him than she 
would bo witlr any other man.” 
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Humphrey ! I have no patience with you. You 
know you would rather dine under the hedge than 
with Casaubon alone. You have nothing to say to 
each other.” 

“ What has that to do with Miss Brooke's marry- 
ing him? She does not do it for my amusement.” 

He has got no good red blood in his body,” said 
Sir James. 

“ No. Somebody put a drop under a magnifying, 
glass, and it was all semicolons and parentheses,” 
said Mrs Cadwallader. 

Why does he not bring out his book, instead of 
marrying,” said Sir James, with a disgust whfch he 
held warranted by the sound feeling of an English 
layman. 

^^Oh, he ;^reams footnotes, and they run away 
with all his brains. They say, when he was a Jittle 
boy, he made an abstract of ‘ Hop o’ my Thumb,’ and 
he has been making abstracts ever since. Ugh I 
And that is the man Humphrey goes on saying that 
a woman may be happy with.” 

‘^Well, he is what Miss Brooke likes,” said the 
Eector. I don’t profess to understand every young 
lady’s taste.” 

“ But if she were your own daughter ? ” said Sir 
James. 

That would be a different aifair. She is not my 
daughter, and I don’t feel called upon to interfere. 
Casaubon is as good as most of us. He is a 
scholarly clergyman, and creditable to the cloth. 
Some Kadical fellow speechifying at Middlemarch 
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said Casaubon was the learned straw -choppiup; 
incumbent, and ITreke was the brick -and -mortar 
incumbent, and I was the angling incumbent. And 
upon my word, I don^t see that one is worse or better 
than the other.^' The Eeotor ended with his silent 
laugh. He always saw the joke of any satire 
against himself. His conscience was large and 
easy, like the rest of him: it did only what it 
could do without any trouble. 

Clearly, there would be no interference with Miss 
Brooke’s marriage through Mr Oadwalla<lar ; and 
Sir James felt with some sadness that she was to 
have perfect liberty of misjudgm(mt. It was a sign 
of his good disposition that he did not slacken at all 
in his intention of carrying out Dorotlica’s design of 
the cottages. Doubtless this persiste:^ce was tlio 
best course for his own dignity : but pride only hedps 
us to be generous ; it never makes us so, any more 
than vanity makes us witty. She was now enough 
aware of Sir James’s position with regard to her, to 
appreciate the rectitude of his ranees in a 

landlord’s duty, to which he had at first been urged 
by a lover’s e-omplaisanee, and her pleasure in it was 
great enough to count for someihing even in her 
present happiness^ Perhaps she gave to Sir James 
Ohettam’s cottages all tlie interest she could spare 
from 'Mr Oasaubon, or rather from the symphony of 
hopaM 'irmms, admiring trust, and passionate itlf- 
devotion which that learned gcinthunan had mt 
playing in her soul. Henee it hapixmod tliat in riie 
good baronet’s suocooding tisili,', ,irh3e' he was 



106 


MIDDLEMARCH. 


beginning to pay small attentions to Celia, be fonnd 
bimself talking with more and more pleasnre to 
Dorothea. She was perfectly unconstrained and 
without irritation towards him now, and he was 
gradually discovering the delight there is in frank 
kindness and companionship between a man and a 
woman who have no passion to hide or confess. 



CHAPTER IX. 


1st Gmt, Ah ancient land in ancient omcZai 

I« called ** law>tWr8ty : " all the stmgglc there 
Was after order and a perfect rule. 
r» Pray, where lie such lands now? . , 

U Q&nt Why, where tliey lay of old- In human souls. 


Mr Casatjbon’s boliavioiir about Rottlements vrm 
highly satiBfactory to Mr Brooke, and l^ho 
arios of marriage rolled smoothly along, short finng 
the weeks of courtship. The betrothed bride must 
see her future homo, and dictate any ohangoi that 
she would like to have made there. A woman 
dictates before marriages in order that she may 
have an appetite for submission afterwards. And 
certainly, the mistakes that we male and female 
mortals make when we have our own way might 
fairly raise some wonder that we mre io fond of it. 
On a grey but dry November morning Doro&oa 
drove to Lowiok in cotnpany with her unoh> and 
Celia. Mr Casauboif s homo mm tht^ manor-liouHCf, 
CloBo by, visible from some parts of the garden, 
was the little clinrcjh, witli th(^ old pm^sonage opj)o- 
sito. In the beginning of his citreer, Mr Casuubon 
had only held the living, but the death of his brother 
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had put him in possession of the manor also. It had 
a small park, with a fine old oak here and there, apd 
an avenue of limes towards the sonth-west front, with 
a sunk fence between park and pleasnre-ground, so 
that from the drawing-room windows the glance 
swept uninterruptedly along a slope of greensward 
till the limes ended in a level of com and pastures, 
which often seemed to melt into a lake under the 
setting STin. This was the happy side of the house, 
for the south and east looked rather melancholy 
even under the brightest morning. The grounds 
here were more confined, the flower-beds showed 
no very carefui tendance, and large clumps of trees, 
chiefly of sombre yews, had risen high, not ten yards 
from the windows. The building, of greenish stone, 
was in the pld English style, not ugly, but small 
windowed and melancholy-looking: the sort of house 
that must have children, many flowers, open win- 
dows, and little vistas of bright things, to make it 
seem a joyous home. In this latter end of autumn, 
with a sparse remnant of yellow leaves falling slowly 
athwart the dark evergreens in a stillness without 
sunshine, the house too had an air of autumnal de- 
cline, and Mr Casaubon, when he presented himself, 
had no bloom that could be thrown into relief by 
that background. 

“ Oh dear I Celia said to herself, “ I am sure 
Freshitt Hall would have been pleasanter than 
this.’^ She thought of the white freestone, the pil- 
lared portico, and the terrace full of flowers, Sir 
James smiling above them like a prince issuing 
from his enchantment in a rose-bush, with a hand- 
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kerchief swiftly metamorphosed from tho most deli- 
cately -odorous petals — Sir James, who talked so 
agreeably, always about things which had common- 
sense in them, and not about learning ! Celia had 
those light young feminine tastes which grave and 
weatherworn gentlemen sometimes prefer in a wife ; 
but happily Mr Oasaubon's bias had been dillcrent, 
for he would have had no chance with Celia. 

Dorothea, on the contrary, found the house and 
grounds all that she could wish: the dark book- 
shelves in the long library, tho carpets and curtains 
with colours subdued by time, tine curious old maps 
and fiird’s-eye views on the walls of the corridor, 
with here and there an old vase below, had no 
oppression for her, and seemed more cheerful than 
tlie casts and pictures at tho Gnvngo, which her 
uncle had long ago brought home from his travels 
— tliey being probably among tho ideas he had 
taken in at one time. To poor Dorothea these 
severe classical nudities and smirking Eonaissance- 
Correggiosities were painfully inexplicable, staring 
into the midst of her Puritanic conceptions: she 
had never been taught how she could bring them 
into any sort of relevance with her life. But the 
owners of Lowick iippanmtly had not been travel- 
lers, and Mr Casaubon's studies of the post were 
not carried on by means of such aids. 

Dorothea walked about the house with, dalightfal 
emotion. Everything seemed hallowed to her : this 
was to be the home of her vriMtood, and she looked 
up with eyes fell of oonfiderm to ite Caeauto 
when ho drew her attention specially to some actual 
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arrangement and asked her if she would like an 
alteration. All appeals to her taste she met grate- 
fully, but saw nothing to alter. His efforts at exact 
courtesy and formal tenderness had no defect for 
her. She filled up all blanks with unmanifested 
perfections, interpreting him as she interpreted the 
works of Providence, and accounting for seeming 
discords by her own deafness to the higher har- 
monies. And there are many blanks left in the 
weeks of courtship which a loving faith fills with 
happy assurance. 

blow, my dear Dorothea, I wish you to favour 
me by pointing out which room you would li5re to 
have as your b oudoi r,^^ said Mr Oasaubon, showing 
that his views of the womanly nature were suffi- 
ciently large^to include that requirement. 

^^It is very kind of you to think of that,^’ said 
Dorothea, “but I assure you I would rather have 
all those matters decided for me. I shall be much 
happier to take everything as it is — just as you have 
been used to have it, or as you will yourself choose 
it to be. I have no motive for wishing anything 
else.’" 

“0 Dodo,^^ said Celia, “will you not have the 
bow-windowed room up-stairs?" 

Mr Casaubon led the way thitlier. The bow- 
window looked down the avenue of limes ; the 
furniture was all of a faded blue, and there were 
miniatures of ladies and gentlemen with powdered 
hair hanging in a group. A piece of tapestry over 
a door also showed a blue-green world with a pale 
stag in it. The chairs and tables were thin-legged 
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and easy to npset. It was a room where one might 
fancy the ghost of a tight-laced lady rovisiting the 
scene of her embroidery. A light book-case con- 
tained duodecimo volumes of polite literature iu 
calh completing the furniture. 

“Yes,” said Mr Brooke, ^Hhis would be a pretty 
room with some new hangings, sofas, and that sort 
of thing. A little bare now,^^ 

uncle,’' said Dorothea, eagerly. ‘4^ray do 
not speak of altering anything. There are so many 
other things in the world that want altering— I like 
to take these things as they are. And you like them 
as they are, don’t you ? ” she added, looking at Mr 
Casaubon. Perhaps this was your mother’s room 
when she was young.’' 

“ It was,” ho said, with his slow bend of the head. 

^^This is your mother,” said Dorothea, who liad 
turned to examine the group of miniatures. It is 
like the tiny one you brought me ; only, I sliould 
think, a better portrait And this one opposite, 
who is this?” 

^^Her elder sister. They were, like you and 
your sister, the only two children of their parents, 
who hang above them, you see.” 

The sister is pretty,” said Celi% implying that 
she thought less favourably of Mr Casaubon’s mother. 
It was a new opening to Celia’s imagination, that he 
came of a family who had all Imen young in their 
time — the ladies wearing necklaces. 

^^It is a peculiar face,” said Dorothea, looking 
closely. Those deep grey eyes nether Jiear to- 
gether — and tlie delicate irregular nose with a sort 
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of ripple in it — and all the powdered curls hanging 
backward. Altogether it seems to me peculiar 
rather than pretty. There is not even a family 
likeness between her and your mother.” 

ISTo. And they were not alike in their lot.” 

Yon did not mention her to me,” said Dorothea. 

My aunt made an unfortunate marriage. I 
never saw her.” 

Dorothea wondered a little, hut felt that it would 
be indelicate just then to ask for any information ‘ 
which Mr Casaubon did not proffer, and she turned 
to the window to admire the view. The sun had 
lately pierced the grey, and the avenue of limes 
oast shadows. 

Shall we not walk in the garden now?” said 
Dorothea. 

“And you would like to see the church, you 
. know,” said Mr Brooke. “ It is a droll little church. 
And the village. It all lies in a nut-shell. By tho 
way, it will suit you, Dorothea; for the cottages 
;are like a row of alms-houses — little gardens, gilly- 
flowers, that sort of thing.” 

“ Yes, please,” said Doi'cthea, looking at Mr 
Casaubon, “I should like to see all that.” She 
had got nothing from him more graphic about the 
Lowiok cottages than that theyVere “not bad.” 

They were soon on a gi'avel walk which led 
chiefly between grassy borders and clumps of frees, 
this being the nearest way to the church, Mr Casau- 
bon said. At the little gate leading into the church- 
yard there was a pause while Mr Casaubon went to 
the parsonage close by to fetch a key. Celia, who 
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had been hanging a little in the rear, came np 
presently, when she saw that Mr Casatibon was 
gone away, and said in her easy staccato, which 
always seemed to contradict the suspicion of any 
malicious intent — 

“ Do yon know, Dorothea, I saw some one quite 
young coming up one of the walks.” 

“ Is that astonishing, Celia ? ” 

There may be a young gardoncM*, you know- 
why not?” said Mr Brooke. “I told Casaubon he 
should change his gardener.” 

not a gardener,’^ said Celia ; a gentleman 
with a sketch-book. He had light-brown curls. I 
only saw his back. But he was quite young.” 

. The otirate’s son, perhaps,” said Mr Brooke. 

^^Ah, there is Casaubon again, and Tucker with 
him. Ho is going to introduce Tucker. You don’t 
know Tucker yet.” 

Mr Tucker was the middle-aged curate, one of 
the inferior clergy,” who are usually not wanting 
in sons. But after the introduction, the conversa- 
tion did not lead to any question about hie family, 
and the startling apparition of youthfulness was 
forgotten by every one but Celia. She inwardly 
declined to beliov^ tliat the light-brown curls and ^ 

slim figure could have a.ny ridationslap to M r Tmvker, 
who was just as old and musty-looking as she would 
have expected Mr Casaubon’s curate to be ; doubt- 
less an excellent man wlio would go to heaven (for 
Celia wished not to bo unpriiunpled), but the comers 
of his mouth were so unpleasant. Celia thought 
with some dismalness of the time she should have 

VOL, I. H 
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to spend as bridesmaid at Lowick, where the curate 
had probably no pretty little children whom she 
could like, irrespective of principle. 

Mr Tucker was invalTiable in their walk ; and 
perhaps Mr Casaiibon had not been without fore- 
sight on this head, the curate being able to answer 
all Dorothea's questions about the villagers and 
the other parishioners. Everybody, he assured her, 
was well off in Lowick : not a cottager in those 
double cottages at a low rent but kept a pig, and 
the strips of garden at the back were well tended. 
The small boys wore excellent corduroy, tlj^ girls 
went out as tidy servants, or did a little straw- 
plaiting at home : no looms here, no Dissent 5 and 
though the public disposition was rather towards 
laying by gnoney than towards spirituality, there 
was not much vice. The speckled fowls were so 
numerous that Mr Drooke observed, Your farmers 
leave some barley for the women to glean, I see. 
The poor folks here mig*ht have a fowl in their 
pot, as the good French king used to wish for all 
his people. The French ©at a good many fowls — 
skinny fowls, you know.^' 

think it was a very cheap wish of his,'’ said 
Dorothea, indignantly. ^^Are kjpgs such monsters 
that a wish hke that must be reckoned a royal 
virtue ? ” 


^ “ And if he wished them a skinny fowl,” said 
Celia, “that would not b© nice. But perhaps he 
wished them to have fat fowls.” 

“ Yes, but the word^has dropped out of the text, 
or perhaps was suhauditum • that is, present in the 
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king’s raind, but not uttered,” said Mr Cjisaubnii, 
smiling and bending his head towards Celia, who 
immediately dropped backward a little, becatiso she 
could not bear Mr Casaubon to blink at her. 

Dorothea sank into silence on the way back to 
the house. She felt some disappointment, of whicli 
she was yet ashamed, that there was nothing for 
her to do in Lowick ; and in the next few minutes 
her mind fed glanced over the possibility,, wliich 
she would have pxoKuTod, of finding that her home 
would be in a parish which had a largfu* share of 
the world’s misery, so tlxat she might have had more 
active duties in it. Then, recurring to the future 
actually before lier, she made a picture of more 
complete devotion to Mr Casaubon’s aims, in whicli 
she would await new duties. Many s|ich might 
reveal themselves to the higher knowledge gained 
by her in that companionship. 

Mr Tncker soon left them, having some clerical 
work which would not allow him to Imudi at the 
Hall; and as they wore i*o'-ontering th<^ garden 
through the little gate, Mr Casaubon said— 

“You scorn a little sad, Dorothea. I trust you 
are pleased with what you have soon.” 

“ l am feeling soi^othing whicli is perhaps foolisli 
and wrong, answered Dorotlma, with hor usual o])cn- 
ness — “ almost wishing that the iieople wanted more 
to be done for them hero. I have known so few 
ways of making my life good for anything. Of 
course, my notions of usefulness must bo nairow. 

I must learn new ways of helping people.” 

“ Doubtless, said Mr Casaubon. “Each position 
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has its corresponding duties. Yours, I trust, as 
the mistress of Lowick, will not leave any yearning 
unfulfilled.” 

Indeed, I believe that,” said Dorothea, earnestly. 
‘‘Do not suppose that I am sad.” 

“ That is well. But, if you are not tired, we will 
take another way to the house than that by which 
we came.” 

Dorothea was not at all tired, and a little circuit 
was made towards a fine yew-tree, the chief heredi- 
tary glory of the grounds on this side of the house. 
As they approached it, a figure, conspicuous on a 
dark background of evergreens, was seated on a 
bench, sketching the old tree. Mr Brooke, who 
was walking in front with Celia, turned his head, 
and said — ^ 

“ Who is that youngster, Casaubon ? ” 

They had come very near when Mr Casaubon 
answered — 

“ That is a young relative of mine, a second 
cousin : the grandson, in fact,” he added, looking 
at Dorothea, “ of the lady whose portrait you have 
been noticing, my aunt Julia.” 

The young man had laid down his sketch-book 
and risen. His bushy light-biown curls, as well 
as his youthfuhiess, identified him at once with 
Celia's apparition. 

“Dorothea, let me introduce to you my cousin, 
Mr Ladislaw. Will, this is Miss Brooke.” 

The cousin was so close now, that, when he lifted 
his hat, Dorothea could see a pair of grey eyes 
rather near together, a delicate irregular nose with 
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a little ripple in it, and hair falling backward ; but 
there was a month and chin of a more prominent, 
threatening aspect than belonged to tlie type of 
the grandmother’s miniature. Yonng Ladislaw did 
not feel it necessary to smile, as if he wore 
charmed with this introduction to his future second 
cousin and her relatives ; but wore rather a pout- 
ing air of discontent. 

You are an artist, I see,’’ said Mr Brooke, taking 
up the sketch-book and turning it over in his un- 
ceremonious fashion. 

“ No^I only sketch a little. There is nothing fit 
to be seen there,” said young Ladislaw, colouring, 
perhaps with temper rather than modesty. 

Oh, come, this is a nice bit, now. I did a little 
in this way myself at one time, you kxjow. Lcjok 
here, now; this is what I call a nice tlung, done 
with what wo used to call Jrio.” Mr Brooke hold 
out towards the two girls a large coloured sketoli 
of stony ground and trees, with a pool. 

I am no judge of these things,” said Dorothea, 
not coldly, but with an eager deprecation of the 
appeal to her. You know, uncle, I never see the 
beauty of tlxose pictures which you say are so muolx 
praised. They are^a language I do not understand. 
I suppose tliere is some relation between piotnrei 
and nature which I am too ignorant to fc‘el™jusfc as 
you see what a Greek sontenco stands for wlncli 
means nothing to mo.” Dorothcm looked up at Mr 
Casauhon, who bowed his head towards her, while 
Mr Brooke saM, smiling nonchalantly™ 

Bless me, now, how different people arc I But 
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you had a bad style of teaching, you know— else this 
is just the thing for girls — sketching, fine art and so 
on. But you took to drawing plans ; you don’t under- 
stand morhidezza, and that kind of thing. You will 
come to my house, I hope, and I will show you what 
I did in this way,” he continued, turning to young 
Ladislaw, who had to be recalled from his preoccu- 
pation in observing Dorothea. Ladislaw had made 
up his mind that she must be an unpleasant girl, 
since she was going to marry Casaubon, and what 
sho said of her stupidity about pictures would have 
confirmed that opinion even if he had believed her. 
As it was, he took her words for a covert ju<^ment, 
and was certain tliat she thought his sketch detesL 
able. There was too much cleverness in her apology ; 
she was %ghing both at her uncle and himself. 
But what a voice I It was like the voice of a soul 
that had once lived in an ABolian harp. This must 
bo one of Nature’s inconsistencies. There could be 
no sort of passion in a girl who would marry Casau- 
bon. But ho turned from her, and bowed his t.fiflnVg 
for Mr Brooke’s invitation. 

“We will turn over my Italian engravings to- 
gether,” continued that good-natured man. “I 
have no end of those things, that I have laid by 
for years. One gets rasty in this part of the 
cotmtry, you know. Not you, Casaubon ; you stick 
to your studios ; but my best ideas get undermost — 
out of use, you know. You clever young men must 
guard against indolence. I was too indolent, you 
know: else I might have been anywhere at one time.” 

“ That is a seasonable admonition,” said Mr Oasau- 
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bon ; but now w© will pass on to tb© house, lest 
the young ladies should be tired of standing.” 

When their backs were turned, young Ladislaw 
sat down to go on with his sketching, and as ho 
did so his face broke into an expression of amuse- 
ment which increased as h© went on drawing, till 
at last h© threw back his head and laughed aloud. 
Partly it was the reception of his own artistic pro- 
duction that tickled him ; partly the notion of lus 
grave cousin as the lover of that girl ; and partly 
Mr Brooke’s definition of the place he might have 
held but for the impediment of indolence. Mr Will 
LadisJkw’s sense of the ludicrous lit up his features 
very agreeably: it was the pure (*njoynicnt of com- 
icality, and had no mixture of sneering and self- 
exaltation. ^ 

What is your nephew going to do witix himself, 
Casaubon ? ’’ said Mr Brooke, as they went on. 

“ My consin, you mean— not my nephew.” 

^^Yes, yes, cousin. But in the way of a career 
you know.” 

The answer to that question is painfully doubt- 
ful. On leaving Eugby he declined to go to an 
English university, where I would gladly liate 
placed him, and chose what I must considt^r tho 
anomalous courso^f studying at II(n<lelborg. And 
now he wants to go abroad again, without any 
special object, save the vague purpose of what he 
calls culture, preparation for h© knows not what. 
Pie declines to choose a profession.” 

has no means but what you furnish, I 
suppose.” ■ ^ 
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“ I have always given him and his friends reason 
to understand that I would furnish in moderation 
what was necessary for providing him with a 
scholarly education, and launching him respectably. 
I am therefore bound to fulfil the expectation so 
raised, said Mr Casaubon, putting his conduct in 
the light of mere rectitude : a trait of delicacy 
which Dorothea noticed with admiration. 

He has a thirst for travelling ; perhaps he may 
turn out a Bruce or a Mungo Park,” said Mr Brooke. 

I had a notion of that myself at one time/^ 

No, he has no bent towards exploration, or the 
enlargement of our geognosis: that would •be a 
special purpose which I could recognise with some 
approbation, though without felicitating him on a 
weer which so often ends in premature and violent 
death. But so far is he from having any desire for 
a more accurate knowledge of the earth’s surface, 
that he said he should prefer not to know the 


sources of the Nile, and that there should be some 
unknown regions preserved as hunting-grounds for. 
the poetic imagination.” 

Well, there is something in that, you know,” 
said Mr Brooke, who had certainly an impartial 
mind. 


It IS, I fear, nothing more tfian a part of his- 
general inaccuracy and indisposition to thorough- 
ness of all kinds, which would be a bad augury for 
him in any profession, civil or sacred, even were he 
so far submissive to ordinary rule as to choose one.” 

Perhaps he has conscientious scruples founded 
on his own amfitncss,” said Dorothea, who was inter- 
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esting herself in finding a favourable explanation. 

Because the law and medicine Bhould be vmy 
serious professions to undertake, should they not? 
People’s lives and fortunes depend on them.” 

Doubtless; but I fear that my young relative 
Will Ladislaw is chiefly determined in his aversion 
to these callings by a dislike to steady application, 
and to that kind of accpiircment which is needful 
instrumentally, but is not charming or immediately 
inviting to self-indulgent taste. I have insisted to 
him on what Aristotle has stated with admirable 
brevity, that for the achievement of any work re- 
garde(? as an end there must be a prior exercise of 
many energies or acquired facilities of a secondaiy 
order, demanding patience. I have pointed to my 
own manuscript volumes, whicli represent the toil 
of years preparatory to a work not yet a(Hu>inplish(ML 
But in vain. To careful r(*.asouing of this kind he 
replies by calling himself Pegasus, and every form 
of prescribed work ^ harness-’ ” 

Celia laughed. She was surprise ul to find that 
Mr Casaubon could say something quite amusing. 
^^Well, you know, he may turn out a Byron, a 

Chatterton, a Ohurchill~that sort of thing ih(u*c’s 

no telling,” said Mr Brooke. Sliall you let him go 
tO' Italy or wherever else he wants to go ? ” 

Yes ; I have a^eed to furnish him witli modemte 
supplies for a year or so ; he asks no more. I shall 
M him be tried by “the test of freedom.” 

That is very kind of you,^’ said Doro'ftea, look- 
ing up at Mr Casaubon with delight. It is noble. 
After all, people may really have in them some 
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vocation whicli is not quite plain to themselves, 
may they not? They may seem idle and weak 
because they are growing*. We should be very 
patient with each other, I think.” 

I suppose it is being engaged to be married that 
has made you think patience good,’' said Celia, as 
soon as she and Dorothea were alone together, tak- 
ing oif their wrappings. 

You mean that I am very impatient, Celia.” 

Yes ; when people don’t do and say just what ^ 
you like.” Celia had become less afraid of saying 
things ” to Dorothea since this engagement : clever- 
ness seemed to her more pitiable than evei*. ^ 
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CHAPTER X. 

“ He had oatohed a great cold, had he had no other dothee to wear thm 
the skin of a beat not yet killed. "—I'otxiiB. 


Yovm Ladislaw did not pay that visit to wMoh 
Mr Brooke had invited him, and only six days 
afterwards Mr Gasanbon mentioned that las young 
relative had started for the Contimait^ seeming by 
this cold vagueness to waive inquiry. Iiulood, Will 
had declined to fix on any more precise destination 
than the entire area of Europe. Genius, he held, is 
necessarily intolerant of fetters : on the one haxid 
it must have tlie utmost play for its spontaneity ; 
on fhe other, it may confidently await those nu^ssages 
from the tiniverse which summon it to its peculiar 
work, oxdy placing itself in an attitude of recep- 
tivity towards all sublime chances. The attitudes 
of receptivity are various, and Will had sincerely 
tried many of them. He was not excessively fond 
of wine, but ho had sevoml timos takon too mmdi, 
simply as an experiment in tliat form of ecjstasy ; he 
had fasted till ho was faint, and then stipi>ed on lob- 
ster ; he had made himself ill with doses of opium. 
Nothing greatly original had resulted from these 
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measures ; and the effects of the opium had con- 
vinced him that there was an entire dissimilarity 
between his constitution and De Quincej’s. The 
snperadded circumstance which would evolve the 
genius had not yet come ; the universe had not yet 
beckoned. Even Caesar’s fortune at one time was 
but a grand presentiment. We know what a mas- 
querade all development is, and what effective 
shapes may be disguised in helpless embryos. — In 
fact, the world is full of hopeful analogies and hand- 
some dubious eggs called possibilities. Will saw 
clearly enough the pitiable instances of long incu- 
bation producing no chick, and but for gratitude 
would have laughed at Casaubon, whose plodding 
^PP^^^^tion, rows of note-books, and small taper of 
learned theoj;y exploring the tossed ruins of the 
world, seemed to enforce a moral entirely encourag- 
ing to Will’s generous reliance on the intentions of 
the universe with regard to himself. He held that 
reliance to be a mark of genius ; and certainly it is 
no mark to the contrary ^ genius consisting neither 
in self-conceit nor in humility, but in a power to 
make or do, not anything in general, but something 
in particular. Let him start for the Continent, then, 
without our pronouncing on his future. Among all 
forms of mistake, prophecy is the most gratuitous. 

But at present this caution against a too hasty 
judgment interests me more in relation to Mr 
Casaubon than to his young cousin. If to Dorothea 
Mr Casaubon had been the mere occasion which 
had set alight the fine inflammable material of her 
youthful illusions, does it follow that he was fairly 
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represented in the minds of those less impassioned 
personages who have hitherto delivered their judg- 
ments concerning him? I protest against any ab- 
solute conclusion, any prejudice derived from Mrs 
Cadwallader’s contempt for a neighbouring clergy- 
man’s alleged greatness of soul, or Sir James Chet- 
tam’s poor opinion of his rival’s legs, — from Mr 
Brooke’s failure to elicit a companion’s ideas, or 
from Celia’s criticism of a middle-aged scholar’s 
personal appearance. I am not sure that the 
greatest man of his age, if ever that solitary super- 
lative existed, could escape these unfavourable re- 
flections of himself in various small mirrors ; and 
even Milton, looking for his portrait in a spoon, 
must submit to have the facial angle of a bumpkin. 
Moreover, if Mr Casaubon, speaking^ for himself 
has rather a chilling rhetoric, it is not therefore 
certain that there is no good work or fine feeling 
in him. Did not an immortal physicist and inter- 
preter of hieroglyphs write detestable verses ? Has 
the theory of the solar system been advanced by 
gracefol manners and conversational tact ? Suppose 
we turn from outside estimates of a man, to wonder, 
with keener interest, what is the report of his own 
consciousness about his doings or capacity : with 
what hindrances ^e is carrying on his daily labours ; 
what fading of hopes, or what deeper fixity of self- 
delusion the years are marking off within him ; 
and with what spirit he wrestles against universal 
pressure, which will one day be too heavy for him, 
and bring his heart to its final pause. Doubtless 
his lot is important in his own eyes ; and the chief 
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reason that we think he asks too large a place in 
our consideration must be our want of room for him, 
since we refer him to the Divine regard with perfect 
confidence ; nay, it is even held sublime for our 
neighbour to expect the utmost there, however little 
he may have got from us. Mr Casaubon, too, was 
the centre of his own world 5 if he was liable to 
think that others were providentially made for him, 
and especially to consider them in the light of their 
fitness for the author of a ^ Key to all Mytholo- 
gies/ this trait is not quite alien to us, and, like 
the other mendicant hopes of mortals, claims some 
of our pity. . ^ 

Certainly this affair pf his marriage with Miss 
Brooke touched him more nearly than it did any 
one of the persons who have hitherto shown their 
disapproval of it, and in the present stage of things 
I feel more tenderly towards his experience of suc- 
cess than towards the disappointment of the amiable 
Sir James. For in truth, as the day fixed for his 
marriage came nearer, Mr Casaubon did not find his 
spirits rising ; nor did the contemplation of that 
matrimonial garden -scene, where, as all experience 
showed, the path was to be bordered with flowers, 
prove persistently more enchanting^ to him than the 
accustomed vaults where he walked taper in hand. 
He did not confess to himself, still less could he 
have breathed to another, his surprise that though 
he had won a lovely and noble -hearted girl he had 
not won delight,— which he had also regarded as 
an object to be found b;)^ search. It is true that he 
knew all the classical passages implying the con- 
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trary; but knowing classical passages, we find, is 
a mode of motion, which explains why they leave 
so little extra force for their personal application. 

Poor Mr Casaubon had imagined that his long 
studious bachelorhood had stored up for him a com- 
pound interest of enjoyment, and that large drafts 
on his affections would not fail to be honoured ; for 
we all of us, grave or light, get our thoughts en- 
tangled in metaphors, and act fatally on the strength 
of them. And now he was in danger of being sad- 
dened by the very conviction that his circumstances 
were unusually happy t there was nothing external 
by which he could account for a certain blankness 
of sensibility which came over him just when his 
expectant gladness should have been most lively, 
just when he exchanged the accustorned dulness 
of his Lowick library for his visits to the Grange. 
Here was a weary experience in which he was as 
utterly condemned to loneliness as in the despair 
which sometimes threatened him while toiling in 
the morass of authorship without seeming nearer 
to the goal. And his was that worst loneliness 
which would shrink from sympathy. He could not 
but wish that Dorothea should think him not less 
happy than the world would expect her successful 
suitor to be; and in relation to his authorship he 
leaned on her young trust and veneration, he Kked 
to draw forth her jfiesh interest in listening, as a 
means of encouragement to himself : in talking to 
her he presented all his performance and intention 
with the reflected confidence of the pedagogue, and 
rid himself for the time of that chilling ideal audi- 
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ence wHcli crowded his laborious uncreative hours 
with the vaporous pressure of Tartarean shades. 

For to Dorothea, after that toy-box history of the 
world adapted to young ladies which had made the 
chief part of her education, Mr Casaubon’s talk about 
his great book was full of new vistas 5 and this sense 
of revelation, this surprise of a nearer introduction 
to Stoics and Alexandrians, as people who had ideas 
not totally unlike her own, kept in abeyance for 
the time her usual eagerness for a binding theory 
which could bring her own life and doctrine into 
strict connection with that amazing past, and give 
the remotest sources of knowledge some bearTng on 
her actions. That more complete teaching would 
come — Mr Casaubon would tell her all that: she 
was looking forward to higher initiation in ide^s, 
as she was looking forward to marriage, and blend- 
ing her dim conceptions of both. It would be a 
great mistake to suppose that Dorothea would have 
cared about any share in Mr Casaubon’s learning 
as mere accomplishment; for though opinion in 
the neighbourhood of Freshitt and Tipton had pro- 
nounced her clever, that epithet would not have 
described her to circles in whose more precise vo- 
cabulary cleverness implies mere aptitude for know- 
ing and doing, apart from character. All her eager- 
ness for acquirement lay witliin that full current 
of sympathetic motive in which her ideas and inr- 
pulses were habitually swept along. She did not 
want to deck herself with knowledge — to wear it 
loose from the nerves and blood that fed her action ; 
and if she had written a book she must have done 
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it as Saint Theresa did, under the command of an au- 
thority that constrained her conscience. But somo 
thing she yearned for by which her life miglit be 
filled with action^ at once rational and ardent 5 and 
since the time was gone by for guiding visions and 
spiritual directors, since prayer heightened yearning 
but not instruction, what lamp was there bnt know- 
ledge? Surely learned men kept the only oil ; and 
who more learned than Mr Casaubon ? 

Thus in these brief weeks Dorothea’s joyous grate- 
ful expectation was unbroken, and however her lover 
might occasionally be conscious of flatness, ho could 
never "refer it to any slackening of her affectionate 
interest. 

The season was mild enough to (nuronragc^ the 
project of extending the wedding journ;^iy as far as 
Eome, and Mr Casaubon was anxious for this because 
he wished to inspect some manuscripts in the Vatican. 

still regret that your sister is not to accom- 
pany us,” he said one morning, some time after it 
had been ascertained that Celia olyectod to go, and 
that Dorothea did not wish for her companionship. 
^‘You will have many lonely hours, Dorothea, for 
I shah be constrained to make tlie xitmost us© of 
my time during our stay in Eome, and I should feel 
more at liberty if you had a companion.” 

The words should feel more at liberty” grated 
on Dorothea. For the first time in speaking to Mr 
Casaubon she coloured from annoyaxuje. 

“ You must have .misiunhn-stood mo very much,” 
she said, ^^if you think I should not ontc^r into the 
value of your time — if you *thmk that I should not 
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willingly give np whatever interfered with your 
using it to the best purpose.” 

That is very amiable in yon, my dear Dorothea,” 
said Mr Casaubon, not in the least noticing that she 
was hurt; “but if you had a lady as your com- 
panion, I could put you both under the care of a 
cicerone, and we could thus achieve two purposes 
in the same space of time.” 

“I beg you will not refer to this again,” said 
Dorothea, rather haughtily. But immediately she 
feared that she was wrong, and turning towards 
him she laid her hand on his, adding in a different 
tone, “Pray do not be anxious about me. ^ shall 
have so much to think of when I am alone. And 
Tantripp will be a sufficient companion, just to take 
care of me^ I could not bear to have Celia: she 
would be miserable.” 

It wras time to dress. There was to be a dinner- 
party that day, the last of the parties which were 
held at the Grange as proper preliminaries to the 
wedding, and Dorothea was glad of a reason for 
moving away at once on the sound of the bell^ as 
if she needed more than her usual amount of pre- 
paration. She was ashamed of being irritated from 
some cause she could not define even to herself ; 
for though she had no intention to be untruthfnl, 
her reply had not touched the real hurt within her. 
Mr Casaubon’ s words had been quite reasonable, yet 
they had brought a vague instantaneous sense of 
aloofness on his part 

“ Surely I am in a strangely selfish weak state of 
mind,” she said to herself. “How can I have a 
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husband who is so much above mo without knowing 
that he needs me less than I need him ? 

Having convinced herself that Mr Casaubon was 
altogether right, she recovered her equanimity, and 
was an agreeable image of serene dignity when slie 
came into the drawing-room in her silver-grey dross 
— the simple lines of her dark-brown hair parted 
over her brow and coiled massively behind, in keep- 
ing with the entire absence from her manner and 
expression of all search after mere effect Some- 
times when Dorothea was in company, there seemed 
to be as complete an air of repose about her as if 
she ha^ been a picture of Santa Barbara looking out 
from her tower into the clear air; but tlieso inter- 
vals of quietude made the energy of her speech 
and emotion the more remarked when sc^ne outwanl 
appeal had touched her. 

She was naturally the subject of many ol)s(?rva- 
tions this evening, for the dinner-party was large 
and rather more miscollaneous as to tiiia male por- 
tion than any which had been hedd at the Grange 
since Mr Brooko^s nieces had resided witli him, so 
that the talking was done in dxios and trios more 
or less inharmonious. There was the newly-elected 
mayor of Middlemarcli, who happened to he a manu- 
facturer; the philanthropic banker his brother-in- 
law, who predominated so much in the town that 
some called him a Methodist, others a hypoce-ib*, 
according to the resources of their %^ocah alary ; and 
tlrere were various, professional mem In „&ct, Mrs 
Cadwallader said that Brooke was h(‘ginning i;o treat 
the 'Middlemarohers, and tibat she preferred the far- 
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mers at the tithe-dinner, who drank her health un- 
pretentiously, and were not ashamed of their grand- 
fathers’ furniture. For in that part of the country, 
before Eeform had done its notable part in develop- 
ing the political consciousness, there was a clearer 
distinction of ranks and a dimmer distinction of 
parties ; so that Mr Brooke’s miscellaneous invita- 
tions seemed to belong to that general laxity which 
came from his inordinate travel and habit of taking 
too much in the form of ideas. 

Already, as Miss Brooke passed out of the dining- 
room, opportunity was found for some interj^ctional 
asides.” 

A fine woman. Miss Brooke 1 an uncommonly 
fine woman, by God I ’’ said Mr Standish, the old 
lawyer, whp had been so long concerned with the 
landed gentry that he had becoine landed himself, 
and used that oath in a deep-mouthed manner as a 
sort of armorial bearings, stamping the speech of a 
man who held a good position. 

Mr Bulstrode, the banker, seemed to be addressed, 
but that gentleman disliked coarseness and profan- 
ity, and merely bowed. The remark was taken up 
by Mr Chichely, a middle-aged bachelor and cours- 
ing celebrity, who had a complexion something like 
an Easter egg, a few hairs carefully arranged, and 
a carriage implying the consciousness of a distin- 
guished appearance. 

“ Yes, but not my style of woman : I like a woman 
who lays hers.elf out a little more to please us. 
There should be a little filigree about a woman — 
something of the coquette. A man likes a sort of 
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challenge. The more of a dead Bet she makes at 
yon the better.” 

“ There's some truth in that,” said Mr Standish, 
disposed to bo genial. “And, by God, it's nsnally 
the way with them. I suppose it answers some wise 
ends : Providence made them so, oh, Bulstrodo ? ” 

“ I should be disposed to refer coquetry to another 
source,” said Mr Bulstrode. “ I should rather refer 
it to the devil.” 

“ Ay, to be sure, there should be a little devil in 
a woman,” said Mr Chichely, whose study of the 
fair sex seemed to have been detrimental to his 
theology. “ And I like them blond, with a certain 
gait, and a swan nock. Between ourselves, the 
mayor's daughter is more to my taste than Miss 
Brooke or Miss Celia cither. If I wero^a marryiog 
man I should choose Miss Vinoy before eitlier of 
them.” 

“Well, make up, make up,” said Mr Standish, 
jocosely ; “ you see the middle-aged fellows carry 
the day.” 

. Mr Chichely shook his head with much meaning : 
he was not going to incur the certainty of being ao- 
cepted by the woman he would choose. 

The Miss Vinoy who had the honour of being Mr 
Chichely's ideal was of course not present j for Mr 
Brooke, always objecting to go too far/ would not 
have chosen that his nieces should meet tire daugh- 
ter of a Middlemaroh manufacturer, unless It were 
on a public occasion. The ferninme part; of the com- 
pany included hone whonx Lady Ohottam or Mrs 
Cadwallader could object to; for Mrs Eenfr«nv, the 
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coloneFs widow, was not only unexceptionable in 
point of breeding, but also interesting on the 
ground of her complaint, which puzzled the doctors, 
and seemed clearly a case wherein the fulness of 
professional knowledge might need the supplement 
of quackery. Lady Chettam, who attributed her 
own remarkable health to home-made bitters united 
with constant medical attendance, entered with 
much exercise of the imagination into Mrs Eenfrew^s 
account of symptoms, and into the amazing futility 
in her case of all strengthening medicines. 

“Where can all the strength of those medicines 
go, my dear?” said the mild but stately dowager, 
turning to Mrs Cadwallader reflectively, when Mrs 
Renfrew’s attention was called away. 

“It streiigthens the disease,” said the Rector’s 
wife, much too well-bom not to be an amateur in 
medicine. “Everything depends on the constitu- 
tion : some people make fat, some blood, and some 
bile — that’s my view of the matter; and whatever 
they take is a sort of grist to the mill.” 

“ Then she ought to take medicines that would re- ' 
dnce — reduce the disease, you know, if you are right, 
my dear. And I think what you say is reasonable.” 

“ Certainly it is reasonable. You have two sorts 
of potatoes, fed on the same soil. One of them 

grows more and more watery ” 

“ Ah ! like this poor Mrs Renfrew — that is what 
I think. Dropsy I There is no swelling yet — it is 
inward. I should say she ought to take drying 
medicines, shouldn’t you?— or a dry hot-air bath. 
Many things might be tried, of a drying nature.” 
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“Let her try a certain personas pampUets/’ said 
Mrs Cadwallader in an undertone, seeing tlie gentle- 
men enter. “ He does not want drying.’’ 

“ WliOj my dear ? ” said Lady Chettam, a charming 
woman, not so quick as to nullify the pleasure of 
explanation. 

“ The bridegroom — Casaubon. He has certainly 
been drying up faster since the engagement : the 
flame of passion, I suppose.’^ 

“ I should think he is far from having a good con- 
stitution,” said Lady Chettam, with a still deeper 
undertone. “And then his studies — so very dry, 
as you say.” 

“ Eeally, by the side of Sir James, he looks like a 
death’s head skinned over for the occasion. Mark 
my words : in a year from this time giH will 
hate him. She looks up to him as an oracle now, 
and by-and-by she will be at the other extreme. 
All flightiness ! ” 

“ How very shocking ! I fear she is headstrong. 
But tell me — you know all about him — ^is there any- 
thing very bad ? What is the truth ? ” 

“ The truth ? he is as bad as the wrong physic — 
nasty to take, and sure to disagree.” 

“ There could not be anything worse than that,” 
said Lady Chettam, with so vivid a conception of 
the physio that she seemed to have learned some- 
thing exact about Mr Casaubon’s disadvantages. 
“However, James will hear nothing against Miss 
Brooke. He says she is the mirror of women 
still.” 

♦ 

“ That is a generous make-believe of his. Depend 



136 


MIDDLEMAECH. 


upon it, he likes little Celia better, and she appre- 
ciates him. I hope you like my little Celia ? 

“Certainly ; she is fonder of geraniums, and 
seems more docile, though not so fine a figure. But 
we were talking of physic : tell me about this new 
young surgeon,, Mr Lydgate. I am told he is 
wonderfully clever : he certainly looks it — a fine 
brow indeed.” 

“He is a gentleman. I heard him talking to 
Humphrey. He talks well.” 

“ Yes. Mr Brooke says he is one of the Lydgates 
of Northumberland, really well connected. One does 
not expect it in a practitioner of that kind, for my 
own part, I like a medical man more on a footing 
with the servants ; they are often all the cleverer. 
I assure yqp I found poor Hicks’s judgment unfail- 
ing ; 1 never knew him wrong. He was coarse and 
butcher-like, but he knew my constitution. It was 
a loss to me his going off so suddenly* Bear me, 
what a very animated conversation Miss Brooke 
seems to be having with this Mr Lydgate!’^ 

“ She is talking cottages and hospitals with him,” 
said Mrs Cadwallader, whose ears and power of in- 
terpretation were quick. “ I believe he is a sort of 
philanthropist, so Brooke is sure to take him up.” 

“James,” said I^dy Chettam when her son came 
near, “ bring Mr Lydgate and introduce him to me. 

I want to test him.” 

The affable dowager declared herself delighted 
with this opportunity of making Mr Lydgate’s 
acquaintance, having heard of his success in treat- 
ing fever on a new plan. 
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Mr Lydgate had the medical accompli Blmiei it of 
looking perfectly grave whatever nonsense was 
talked to him, and his dark steady eyes gave him 
impressiveness as a listener. He was as little as 
possible like the lamented Hicks, espiHn’any in a 
certain careless refinement about his toilette and 
utterance. Yet Lady Chettam gathered much con- 
fidence in him. He confirmed her view of her own 
constitution as being peculiar, by admitting that all 
constitutions might be called peculiar, and he did not 
deny that hers might be more peculiar than others. 

He did not approve of a too lowering system, includ- 
ing reckless cupping, nor, on the other hand, of in- 
cessant port-wine and bark. He said “I think so” 
with an air of so much deference a<‘coin])anying ilie 
insight of agreement, that she formed the most cor- 
dial opinion of his talents. 

I am quite pleased with your slie said 

to Mr Brooke before going away. 

My protigi .^—dear mo I— who is that ? ” said Mr 
Brooke. 

This young Lydgate, the new doctor. He seems 
to me to understand his profession adinirably.^^ 

Oh, Lydgate I he is not my protigi^ yoi| know ; 
only I knew an uncle of Iiis who sent mo a letter ^ 

about him* However, I think ho is likely to- bo firsts 
rate^haa studied in Paris, know Brounsais; has 
ideas, you know — wants to'mise the |)rofcsBion.” 

Lydgate has lots of ideas, quite new, al>out 
ventilation and diet, that sort of thing,’’ resumed Mr 
Brooke, after he had handed^out Lady Chettam, and 
had rotiirned to be civil to a group of Middlemarchers. 
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Hang it, do you think that is quite sound ? 
upsetting the old treatment, which has made English- 
men what they are ? ’’ said Mr Standish. 

“ Medical knowledge is at a low ebb among us, 
said Mr Bulstrode, who spoke in ^ subdued tone, 
and had rather a sickly air. “ I, for P^rt, hail 
the advent of Mr Lydgate. I hope to^ find good 
reason for confiding the new hospital to his manage- 
ment.’^ 

That is all very fine,” replied Mr Standish, who 
was not fond of Mr Bulstrode ; '^if you like him to 
try experiments on your hospital patients, and kill 
a few people for charity, I have no objection. But 
I am not going to hand money out of my purse to 
have experiments tried on me. I like treatment 
that has b^n tested a little.” 

Well, you know, Standish, every dose you take 
is an experiment — an experiment, you know,” said 
Mr Brooke, nodding towards the lawyer. 

'' Oh, if you talk in that sense I ” said Mr Standish, 
with as much disgust at such non-legal quibbling as 
a man can well betray towards a valuable client. 

should be glad of any treatment that would 
cure me without reducing me to a skeleton, like 
poor Grainger,” said Mr Yincy, the mayor, a florid 
man, who would have served for a study of flesh in 
striking contrast with the Franciscan tints of Mr 
Bulstrode. ^^It’s an uncommonly dangerous thing 
to be left without any padding against the shafts of 
disease, as somebody said, — and I think it a very 
good expression myseK” 

Mr Lydgate, of course, was out of hearing. He 


r 


BOOK I. MISS BKOOKE. 


139 


had quitted the party early, and would have thought 
it altogether tedious but for the novelty of certain 
introductions, especially the introduction to Miss 
Brooke, whose youthful bloom, with her approaching 
marriage to that faded scholar, and her interest in 
matters socially useful, gave her the piquancy of an 
unusual combination. 

“ She is a good creature — ^that fine girl — ^but a 
little too earnest, he thought. It is troublesome 
to talk to such women. They are always wanting 
reasons, yet they are too ignorant to understand the 
merits of any question, and usually fall back on 
their moral sense to settle things after their own 
taste.’’ 

Evidently Miss Brooke was not Mr Lydgate’s 
style of woman any more than Mr Chicl^ly’s. Con- 
sidered, indeed, in relation to the latter, whose mind 
was matured, she was altogether a mistake, and cal- 
culated to shock his trust in final causes, including 
the adaptation of fine young women to purple-faced 
bachelors. But Lydgate was less ripe, and might 
possibly have experience before him which w’ould 
modify his opinion as to the most excellent things 
in woman. 

Miss Brooke, however, was not again seen, by 
either of these gentlemen under her maiden name. 
Not long after that dinner-party she had become 
Mrs Casaubon, and was on her way to Borne 



CHAPTEE XI. 


“ But deeds and language such as men do use, 

And persons such as comedy would choose, 

When she would show an image of the times, 

And sport with human follies, not with crimes.” 

—Ben Jonson. 


Lydgate, in fact, was already conscious of being 
fascinated J^y a woman strikingly different from 
Miss Brooke : be did not in the least suppose that 
he had lost his balance and fallen in love, but he 
had said of that particular woman, She is grace 
itself ; she is perfectly lovely and accomplished. 
That is what a woman ought to be : she ought 
to produce the effect of exquisite music.’' Plain 
women he regarded as he did the other severe facts 
of life, to be faced with philosophy and investigated 
by science. But Eosamond Vincy seemed to have 
the true melodic charm ; and when a man has seen 
the woman whom he would have chosen if he had 
intended to marry speedily, his remaining a bachelor 
will usually depend on her resolution rather than on 
his. Lydgate believed that he should not marry for 
several years : not marry until he had trodden out 
a good clear path for himself away from the broad 
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road which was qnite ready made. lie had seen 
Miss Yinoy above his horizon almost as long as it 
had taken Mr Casanbon to become engaged and 
married : but this learned gentleman was poBsesBud 
of a fortune; he had assembled his voluminous 
notes, and had made that sort of reputation which 
precedes performance, — ^ often the larger part of a 
man’s fame. He took a wife, as we have seen, 
to adorn the remaining quadrant of his course, and 
be a little moon that would cause hardly a calculable 
perturbation. But Lydgate was young, poor, ambi- 
tious. He had his half-century before him instead 
of belSnd him, and he had come to Middlernarch 
bent on doing many things that were not directly 
fitted to make his fortune or oven secure Inni a good 
income. To a man under such circum|tancoB, tak- 
ing a wife is something more than a question of 
adornment, however highly he may rate this ; atul 
Lydgate was disposed to give it tlio first place 
among wifely functions. To his taste, guided by 
a single conversation, here was the point on which 
Miss Brooke would be found wanting, notwithstand- 
ing her undeniable beauty. She did not look at 
things from the proper feminine angle. Tim society 
of such women was about as relaxing as going from 
your work to teaoh^the second form, instead of reclin- 
ing in a paradise with sweet laughs for bird-notes, 
and bine eyes for a heaven. , 

Certainly nothing at present could scKun mtich 
less important to T^ydgato than the turn of Miss 
Brooke’s mind, or to Miss Brooko than the qualities 
of the woman who had attraclod this young surgeon. 
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But any one watching keenly the stealthy converg- 
ence of human lots, sees a slow preparation of effects 
from one life on another, which tells like a calculated 
irony on the indifference or the frozen stare with 
which we look at our unintroduced neighbour. Des- 
tiny stands by sarcastic with our dramatis personcB 
folded in her hand. 

Old provincial society had its share of this subtle 
movement : had not only its striking downfalls, its 
brilliant young professional dandies who ended by 
living up an entry with a drab and six children for 
their establishment, but also those less marked vicis- 
situdes which are constantly shifting the boundaries 
of social intercourse, and begetting new conscious- 
ness of interdependence. Some slipped a little 
downward, ^ome got higher footing: people denied 
.aspirates, gained wealth, and fastidious gentlemen 
stood for boroughs ; some were caught in political 
currents, some in ecclesiastical, and perhaps found 
themselves surprisingly grouped in consequence f 
while a few personages , or fapailies that stood with 
rocky firmness amid all this fluctuation, were slowly 
presenting new aspects in spite of solidity, and alter- 
ing with the double change of self and beholder. 
Municipal town and rural parish gradually made 
fresh threads of connection — gradually, as the old 
stocking gave way to the savings-bank, and the 
worship of the solar guinea became extinct ; while 
.squires and baronets, and even lords who had once 
lived blamelessly afar from the civic mind, gathered 
the faultiness of closer acquaintanceship. Settlers, 
too, came from distant counties, some with an alarm- 
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ing novelty of skill, others with an offensive advan- 
tage in cunning. In fact, much the same sort of 
movement and mixture went on in old England as 
we find in older Herodotus, who also, in telling 
what had been, thought it well to take a woman^s 
lot for his starting-point ; though lo, as a maiden 
apparently beguiled by attractive merchandise, was 
the reverse of Miss Brooke, and in this respect per- 
haps bore more resemblance to Eosamond Yinoy, who 
had excellent taste in costume, with that nymph-hke 
figure and pure blondness which give the largest 
range to choice in the flow and colour of drapery. 
But tSese things made only part of her charm. 
She was admitted to Be the flower of Mrs Lemon’s 
school, the chief school in the county, where the 
teaching included all that was demanded in the 
accomplished female — even to extras, such as the 
getting in and out of a carriage. Mrs Lemon her- 
self had always held up Miss Yinoy as an example : 
no ptipil, she said, exceeded that young lady for 
mental acquisition and propriety of speech, while 
her musical executioja^ was quite exceptional. We 
cannot help the way in which people speak of us, 
and probably if Mrs Lemon had undertaken to de- 
scribe Juliet or Imogen, these heroines, would not 
have seemed poeScal. The first vision of Eosa- 
mond would have been enough with most judges 
to dispel any prejudice excited by Mrs , Lemon’s 
praise. 

Lydgate could not be long in Middlemarch with- 
out having that agreeable vision, or even without 
making the acquaintance of* the Yincy family ; for 



144 


MIPDLEMAROH. 


thoiigb. Mr Peacock, whose practice lie had paid 
soraething to enter on, had not been their doctor 
(Mrs Vincy not liking the lowering system adopted 
by him), he had many patients among their connec- 
tions and acq^naintances. Por who of any conse- 
quence in Middlemarch was not connected or at 
least acquainted with the Yincys? They were old 
manufacturers, and had kept a good house for three 
generations, in which there had naturally been much 
intermarrying with neighbours more or less decidedly 
genteel. Mr Yincy’s sister had made a wealthy 
match in accepting Mr Bulstrode, who, however, as 
a man not born in the town^ and .altogether of^imly- 
known origin, was considered to have done well in 
uniting himself with a real Middlemarch family 5 
on the other hand, Mr Yincy had descended a little, 
having taken an innkeeper’s daughter. But on this 
side too there was a cheering sense of money ; for 
Mrs Yincy’s sister had been second wife to rich old 
Mr Featherstone, and had died childless years ago, 
so that her nephey^s and nieces might bo Bupposcd 
to touch the affections of the widower. And it hap- 
pened that Mr Bulstrode and Mr Featluirstono, two 
of Peacock’s most important patients, had, from dif- 
ferent causes, given an especially good reception to 
his successor, who had raised sofno partiBanship as 
well as discussion. Mr Wrencli, medical attendant 
to the Yincy family, very early had grounds for 
thinking lightly of Lydgate^s professional discretion, 
and there was no rejport about him which was not 
rf^iled at the Yincys’, whore visitors were frc(|uenL 
Mr Yincy was more inclined to general good -folio w- 
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ship than to taking sides, but there was no need for 
him to be hasty in making any now man^s acquaint- 
ance. Eosamond silently wished that her father 
would invite Mr Lydgate. Slie was tired of the 
faces and figures she had always been used to — • 
the various irregular profiles and gaits and turns 
of phrase distinguishing those Middlemaroh young 
men whom she had known as boys. She had been 
at school with girls of higher position, whose 
brothers, she felt sure, it would have been possible 
for her to be more interested in, than in these inevi- 
table Middlemaroh companions. But she would not 
have chosen to mention her wish to her fatlier ; and 
he, for his part, was in no hurry on the sulqoct. An 
alderman about to be mayor must by-and-by enlarge 
his dinner-parties, but at present tliero v^ero plenty 
of guests at his well-spread table. 

That table often remained covered with the relics 
of the family breakfast long after Mr Vincy had gone 
with his second son to the . warehouse, and when 
Miss Morgan was already far on in morning las- 
sons with the younger girls in the scliool-room. It 
awaited the family laggard, who fotmd any sort of 
inconvenience (to others) less disagreoalde than 
getting up when ^he was called. This was the 
case one morning of the October in which wo have 
lately seen Mr Casaubon visiting the Grange ; and 
though the room was a little overheated with the 
fire, which had sent the spaniel panting to a remote 
comer, Eosamond, for some reason, continued to sit 
at her embroidery longer than usual^ now and then 
giving herself a little shake, and laying her work 
VOL. I. K 
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on her knee to contemplate it with, an air of hesi- 
tating weariness. Her mamma, who had returned 
from an excursion to the kitchen, sat on the other 
side of the sma,ll work- table with an air of more 
entire placidity, until, the clock again giving notice 
that it was going to strike, she looked np from 
the lace-mending which was occupying her plump 
fingers and rang the beU. 

“Knock at Mr Fred's door again, Pritchard, and 
tell him it has struck half-past ten.” 

This was said without any change in the radiant 
good^humour of Mrs Yincy's face, in which forty-five 
years had delved neither angles nor parallels ; and 
pushing back her pink cap-strings, she let her work 
rest on her lap, while she looked admiringly at her 
daughter. ^ 

“Mamma,” said. Kosamond, “when Fred comes 
down I wish you would not let him have red her- 
rings. I cannot bear the smell of them all over the 
house at this hour of the morning.” 

“ Ob, my dear, you are so hard on your brothers I 
It is the only fault I have to find with you. You 
are the sweetest temper in the world, but you are 
so tetchy with your brothers.” 

“Hot tetchy, mamma: you never hear me speak 
in an unladylike way.” 

“ Well, but you want to deny them things.” 

“ Brothers are so unpleasant.” 

“ Oh, my dear, you must allow for young men. 
Be thankful if they have good hearts. A woman 
mist learn to put up with little things. You wiH 
be married some day.” 
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Not to any one who is like Fred.” 

“ Don’t decry yonr own brother, my dear. Few 
young men haye less against them, although lie 
couldn’t take his degree — I’m sure I can’t under- 
stand why, for he seems to me most clever. And 
you know yourself he was thought equal to the best 
society at college. So particular as you are, my 
dear, I wonder you are not glad to have such a gen- 
tlemanly young man for a brother. You are always 
finding fault with Bob because he is not Fred.” 

“Oh no, mamma, only because he is Bob.” 

“Wgll, my dear, you will not find any Middle- 
march young man who has not sonic* thing against 
him.” 

“But” — here Eosamond’s face broke into a smile 
which suddenly revealed two dimples. She herself 
thought unfavourably of these dimples and smihid 
little in general society. “But I shall not marry 
any Middlemarch young man.” 

“ So it seems, my love, for you have as good as 
refused the pick of them ; and if there’s better to bo 
had, I’m sure there’s no girl better deserves it.” 

“ Excuse me, mamma — I wish you would not say, 

‘ the pick of them.’ ” 

“ Why, what els^ are they ? ” 

“I mean, mamma, it is rather a vulgar ex- 
pression.” 

“Very likely, my dear; I never was a good 
speaker. What should I say?” 

“ The best of them.” 

“ Why, that seems jxist as^lain and common. If 
r had liadtime to think, I should have said, Hho 
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most superior young men.’ But with your educa- 
tion you must know.” 

What must Eosy know, mother ? ” said Mr Ered, 
who had slid in imobserved through the half-open 
door while the ladies were bending over their work, 
and now going up to the lire stood with his back 
towards it, warming the soles of his slippers. 

“Whether it’s right to say ^superior young men/” 
said Mrs Yincy, ringing the bell. 

“ Oh, there are so many superior teas and sugars 
now. Superior is getting to be shopkeepers’ 
slang.” 

“ Are you beginning to dislike slang, then ? ” said 
Eosamond, with mild gravity. 

“Only the wrong sort. All choice of words is 
slang. It «marks a class.” 

“ There is correct English : that is not slang.” 

“ I beg your pardon : correct English is the slang 
of prigs who write history and essays. And the 
strongest slang of all is the slang of poets.” 

“You will say anything, Fred, to gain your 
point.” 

“Well, tell me whether it is slang or poetry to 
call an ox a leg-plaiter^ 

“ Of course you can call it poeJ,ry if you like.” 

“Aha, Miss Eosy, you don’t know Homer from 
slang. I shall invent a new game ; I shall write 
bits of slang and poetry on slips, and give them to 
you to separate.” 

“Dear me, how amusing it is to hear young 
people talk ! ” said ]\^s Yincy, with cheerful ad- 
miration. 
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Have you got nothing else for my breakfast, 
Pritchard ? said Pred, to the servant who brought 
in coffee and buttered toast ; while he walked round 
the table surveying the ham, potted beef, and other 
cold remnants, with an air of silent rejection, and 
polite forbearance from signs, of disgust 

“ Should you like eggs, sir ? ” 

“ Eggs, no ! Bring me a grilled bone.” 

Eeally, Fred,” said Eosamond, when the servant 
had left the room, if you must have hot things for 
breakfast, I wish you would come down earlier. 
You cqji get up at six o’clock to go out hunting 5 I 
cannot understand why you find it so difficult to get 
up on other mornings.” 

“ That is your want of understanding, Eosy. I 
can get up to go hunting because I like it.” 

'^What would you think of me if I came down 
two hours after every one else and ordered grilled 
bone?” 

should think you were an uncommonly fast 
young lady,” said Fred, eating his toast with the 
utmost composure. 

“I cannot see why brothers are to make them- 
selves disagreeable, any more than sisters.” 

I don’t make n^self disagreeable ; it is you who 
find me so. Disagreeable is a word that describes 
your feelings and not my actions.” 

“ I think it describes the smeU of grilled bone.” 

^^Hot at all. It describes a sensation in your 
little nose associated with certain finicking notions 
which are the classics of MrsJLiemon’s school. Look 
at my mother : you don’t see her objecting to every- 
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thing except what she does herself. She is my 
notion of a pleasant woman.” 

“Bless yon both, my dears, and don't qnarrel,” 
said Mrs Vincy, with motherly cordiality. “ Come, 
Fred, tell ns all abont the new doctor. How is your 
uncle pleased with him ? ” 

“ Pretty well, I think. He asks Lydgate all sorts 
of questions and then screws up his face while he 
hears the answers, as if they were pinching his toes. 
That's his way. Ah, here comes my grilled bone.” 

“ But how came you to stay out so late, my dear ? 
You only said you were going to your uncle'^/' 

“Oh, I dined at Plymdale’s. We had whist. 
Lydgate was there too.” 

“And what do you think of him? He is very 
gentlemanJy, I suppose. They say he is of excel- 
lent family — ^his relations quite county people.” 

“Yes,” said Fred. “There was a Lydgate at 
John's who spent no end of money. I find this 
man is a second cousin of his. But rich men may 
have very poor devils for second cousins.” 

“ It always makes a difference, though, to be of 
good family,” said Eosamond, with a tone of de- 
cision which showed that she had thought on this 
subject. Eosamond felt that shj^ might have been 
happier if she had not been the daughter of a 
Middlemarch manufacturer. She disliked anything 
which reminded her that her mother's father had 
been an innkeeper. Certainly any one remember- 
ing the fact might think that Mrs Vincy had the air 
of a very handsome gqpd-liurnoured landlady, accus- 
tomed to the most capricious orders of gentlemen. 
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thought it was odd his name was Tertius/’ 
said the bright-faced matron, “ but of course it s a 
name in the family. But now, tell us exactly what 
sort of man he is.’^ 

^^Oh, tallish, dark, clever — talks well — rather a 
prig, I think.” 

I never can make out what you mean by a prig,'" 
said Eosamond. 

fellow who wants to show that he has 
opinions. 

<«Why, my dear, doctors must have oiiinions,” 
said Mrs Vincy. ^‘What are they there for else?” 

“Yes, mother, the opinions they are paid for. 
But a prig is a fellow who is always making you a 
present of his opinions.” 

“I suppose Mary Garth admires Mr I^ydgate,^' 
said Eosamond, not without a touch of innuendo. 

“Eeally, I can't say,” said BVed, rather glumly, 
as he left the table, and taking up a novel which 
he had brought down with him, throw himself into 
an arm-chair. “ If you are jealous of her, go oftener 
to Stone Court yourself and eclipse her.” 

“I wish you would not bo so vulgar, iVod. If 
you have finished, pray ring the bell.” 

“It is true, though — what your brother says, 
Eosamond,” Mrs "'Vincy began, when the servant 
had cleared the table. ^^It is a tliousand pities 
you haven’t patience to go and see your uncle 
more, so proud of you as he is, and wanted you 
to live with him. There’s no knowing what he 
might have done for you as well as for Fred. God 
knows, I’m fond of leaving yOu at home with me, 
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but I can part with my children for their good. And 
now it stands to reason that your uncle Featherstone 
will do something for Mary Garth.” 

“Mary Garth can boar being at Stone Court, 
because she likes that bettor than being a gover- 
ness,” said Eosamond, folding up lior work. “I 
would rather not have anything left to me if I must 
earn it by enduring much of my uncle’s cough and 
his ugly relations.” 

“He can’t bo long for this world, my dear; I 
wouldn’t hasten his end, but wliat with asthma and 
that inward complaint, lot ns Inspo there is^sonie- 
thing better for him in another. And I have no 
ill-will towards Mary Garth, but there’s justice to 
be thought of. ' And Mr Featherstoue’s first wife 
brought hiiji no money, as my sister did. Hor 
nieces and nephews can’t have so much claim as 
my sister’s. And I must say I think Mary Garth 
a dreadful plam girl— more fit for a g<)\-(o-U(‘ss.” 

“Every one would not agree with you there, 
mother,” said Fred, who seemed to bo able to rcjad 
and listen too. 

“Well, my dear,” said Mrs Vinoy, wla^cling skil- 
fully, “if she had some fortune left her, ---a man 
marries his wife’s relations, and tlio Garths aro so 
poor, and live in such a small way. But I shall 
leave you to your studies, my dear ; for I must go 
and do some shopping.” 

“Fred’s studies are not very deep,” said Eosa- 
mond, rising with her mamma, “ ho is only reading 
a novel.” 
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things,” said Mrs Viucy, soothingly, stroking her 
son's head. There’s a fire in the smoking-roeui 
on purpose. It’s yonr fathox'’s wish, you know-- 
Frecl, my dear— and I always tell him you will bo 
good, and go to college again to take your degree.” 

Fred drew his mother’s hand down to his lips, but 
said nothing. 

suppose you are not going out riding to-day?” 
said Eosamond, lingta'ing a little after her mamma 
was gone. 

^^No; why?” 

Pa|)a says I may have the chesnut to ride now.” 

“You can go with me to-morrow, if you like. 
Only I am going to Stone Court, reunember.” 

“I want to ride so much, it is indiflbrent to mo 
where we go.” Eosamond really wislunl to go to 
Stone Court, of all other phu^es. 

“ Oh, I say, Kosy,” said BVed, as she was passing 
out of the room, “ if you are going to tluj piano, Icjt 
me come and play some airs with you.” 

“ Pray do not ask me tins morning.” 

“ Why not this morning ? ” 

“ Eeally, Fred, I wish yoti would h‘ave off j^laying 
the flute. A man looks very silly playing the flute. 
And you play so out of tune.” 

“When next any one makes love to yoti, Miss 
Eosamond, I will tell him how obliging you are.” 

“Wlxy should you expect me to oblige you by 
hearing you play tlie flute, any more titan I ihotild 
expect you to oblige me by not playing it? ” 

“ And why should you expect me to take you out 
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This question led to an adjustment, for Eosamond 
had set her mind on that particular ride. 

So Fred was gratified with nearly an honFs 
practice of “ Ar hyd y nos,” “Ye banks and braes,” 
and other favourite airs from his “ Instructor on the 
Mute ; ” a wheezy performance, into which he threw 
much ambition and an irrepressible hopefulness. 



CHAPTER XIL 


« He had more tow on Ida dlataflh 
Thau GerveiH knew/* 

*-‘0«AUCI5«., 

# 

The ride to Stone Court, which Fred and Eosamond 
took the next nioruiug, lay through a jiretty bit of 
midland landscape, almost all meadows ayd pastures, 
with hedge-rows still allowed to grow in bushy beauty 
and to spread out coral fruit for the birds. Little 
details gave each field a particular iihysii.giuuiiy, 
dear to the eyes that have hx)kod on tluun from 
childhood : the pool in the aimer where the grasses 
were dank and trees loaned whisperingly ; the great 
oak shadowmg a bare place in mid-pasture ; the high 
bank where the ash-troos grew ; the sudden slojre of 
the old marl-pit making a red liackgi'onnd for the 
burdock ; tlie huddled roofs and ricks of the home- 
stead without a traceable way of approucb ; the 
grey gate and fences against the depths of th® 
bordering wood ; and the stray hovel, its old, old 
thatch iill of mossy hills and valleys with wondrous 
modulations of light and shadow such as we travel 
far to see in later life, and sw larger, but not more 
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beautiful. These are the things that make the 
gamut of joy in landscape to midland-bred souls — 
the things they toddled among, or perhaps learned 
by heart standing between their father’s knees while 
he drove leisurely. 

But the road, even the byroad, was excellent ; for 
Lowick, as we have seen, was not a parish of muddy 
lanes and poor tenants ; and it was into Lowick 
parish that Fred and Eosamond entered after a 
couple of miles’ riding. Another mile would bring 
them to Stone Court, and at the end of the first half, 
the house was already visible, looking as if^it had 
been arrested in its growth toward a stone mansion 
by an unexpected budding of farm-buildings on its 
left flank, which had hindered it from becoming any- 
thing more«than the substantial dwelling of a gentle- 
man farmer. It was not the less agreeable an object 
in the distance for the cluster of pinnacled corn-ricks 
which balanced tlie fine row of walnuts on the right. 

Presently it was possible to discern something 
that might be a gig on the circular drive before 
the front door. 

^fDear me,” said Eosamond, hope none of my 
uncle’s horrible relations are there.” 

They are, though. That is JJIrs Waule’s gig— 
the last yellow gig left, I should think. When I 
see Mrs AVaule in it, I understand how yellow can 
have been worn for mourning. That gig seems to 
me more funereal than a hearse. But then Mrs 
Waule always has black crape on. How does she 
manage it, Eosy? Her friends can’t always be 
dying.” 
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“ I don’t know at all. And rIio is not in tlio least 
evangelical,” said Rosamond, rofloctively, as if tliat 
religious point of view wmdd liavo fully accounted 
for perpetual crape. “And not i>oor,” slio added, 
after a moment’s pause. 

“No, by George! They are as ricli as Jews, 
tlioso Waulo-H and Featlierstones ; I mean, for people 
like them, who don’t want to spend anything. And 
yet they hang about my uncle like vultures, and are 
afraid of a farthing gf)ing away from their side of 
the family. But I liclievo ho hates them all.” 

The Mrs Waulo who was so far from being admir- 
able in the eyes of tlicso distant connections, had 
happened to say this very morning (not at all with 
a defiant air, but in a low, muffled, mnitral tenu', as 
of a voice hoard through cotton wool) %vt she did 
not wish “ to enjoy their gcHul opinion.” She was 
seated, as sho observed, on lior own brother’s hearth, 
and had boon Jano Fcathorstono fivc-and-twenty 
years before sho had been Jane Wauhf, whitdi en- 
titled her to speak when her own brother’s name 
had been made free with by those who had no 
right to it. 

“ Wliat are you driving at there?'' said Mr 
Featlierstono, holding his stick Imtwoen his knees 
and settling his wig, while ho g*ivo her a momen- 
tary sharp glance, which soomod to react on him 
like a draught of cold air and set him coughing. 

Mrs Waulo had to defer her answer till h© was 
quiet again, bill Mary Garth had supplied him with 
fresh syrup, and ho had begun to rub the gold knob 
of his stick, looking bitterly at the fire. It was a 
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bright fire, but it made no difference to the chill- 
looking purplish tint of Mrs Waule’s face, which was 
as neutral as her voice ; having mere chinks for eyes, 
and lips that hardly moved in speaking. 

^^The doctors can't master that cough, brother. 
It’s just like what I have ; for I’m your own sister, 
constitution and everything. But, as I was saying, 
it’s a pity Mrs Vincy’s family can’t be better con- 
ducted.” 

“ Tchali I you said nothing o’ the sort. You said 
somebody had made free with my name.” 

“ And no more than can be proved, if wha^ every- 
body says is true. My brother Solomon tells me it’s 
the talk up and down in Middlemarch how unsteady 
young Yincy is, and has been for ever gambling at 
billiards sijice home he came.” 

Nonsense I What’s a game at billiards ? It’s a 
good gentlemanly game ; and young Yincy is not a 
clodhopper. If your son John took to billiards, now; 
he’d make a fool of himself.” 

Your nephew John never took to billiards or any 
other game, brother, and is far from losing hundreds 
of pounds, which, if what everybody says is true, 
must be found somewhere else than out of Mr Yincy 
the father’s pocket. For they say he’s been losing 
money for years, though nobody would think so, 
to see him go coursing and keeping open house as 
they do. And I’ve heard say Mr Bulstrode con- 
demns Mrs Yincy beyond anything for her Mighti- 
ness, and spoiling her children so.” 

What’s Bulstrode to me? I don’t bank with 
him.” 
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“Well, Mrs Biilsfcrocle is Mr Vincy’s own sister, 
and they do say tliat Mr Vincy mostly trades on thci 
Bank money; and you may see yoiirsolf, brother, 
when a woman past forty has pink strings always 
flying, and that light way of laughing at everything, 
it's very unbecoming. But indulging your children 
is one thing,* and finding money to pay their debts is 
another. And it’s openly said that young Vincy has 
raised money on his expectations. I don’t say what 
expectations. Miss Garth hears me, and is welcome 
to tell again. I know young people hang together.” 

“No, thank you, Mrs Waule,” said Mary Garth. 
“I dislu{:e hearing scandal too much to wish to re- 
peat it.” 

Mr Featherstono rubbed tlu^ knob of bis stick and 
made a brief convulsive show of laugbterj^wbicb had 
much the same geuuiiKmess as an old %vhist-player’B 
chuckle over a bad band. Still looking at the fire, 
he said— 

And who pretends to say F red Vincy hasn’t got 
expectations? Such a fine, spirited ftdlow is like 
enough to have ’em.” 

There was a slight pause before Mrs Waule re- 
plied, and when she did so, her voice seemed to be 
slightly moistened with tears, thougli her face was 
still dry. 

Wlietlier or no, brother, it is naturally painful to 
mo and my brotlier Solomon to hear your name made 
free with, find your (‘omplaini. being such as may 
carry you off sudden, and people who are no more 
Featlierstones than the Mcriy-Andntw at the fair, 
openly reckoning on your pmporty oomiiig to ihenu 
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And me yonr own sister, and Solomon your own 
brother ! And if thaf s to be it, what has it pleased 
the Almighty to make families for?” Here Mrs 
Waule's tears fell, but with moderation. 

“ Come, out with it, Jane ! ” said Mr Featherstone, 
looking at her. “You mean to say, Fred Vincy has 
been getting somebody to advance him money on 
what he says he knows about my will, eh ? ” 

“I never said so, brother” (Mrs Waule’s voice had 
again become dry and unshaken). “ It was told me 
by my brother Solomon last night when lie called 
coming from market to give me advice about the old 
wheat, me being a widow, and my son Jofei only 
three-and4wenty, though steady beyond anything. 
And he had it from most undeniable authority, and 
not one, but many.” 

“ Stuff and nonsense I I don’t believe a word of it. 
It’s all a got-up story. Go to the window, missy ; I 
thought I heard a horse. See if the doctor’s coming.” 

“ Hot got up by me, bi'other, nor yet by Solomon, 
who, whatever else he may be— -and I don’t deny ho 
has oddities — has made his will and parted his pro- 
perty equal between such kin as he’s friends with ; 
though, for my part, I think there are times when 
some should be considered more than others. But 
Solomon makes it no secret what he means to do.” 

“The more fool he !” said Mr Featherstone, witli 
some difficulty ; breaking into a severe fit of cough- 
ing that required Mary Garth to stand near him, so 
that she did not find out whose horses they were 
which presently paused stamping on the gravel be- 
fore the door. 
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Before Mr Featlierstone’s congli was qniet, Eosa- 
mond entered, bearing np lier riding-habit with 
much grace. She bowed ceremoniously to Mrs 
Waule, who said stiffly, ''How do yon do, miss?” 
smiled and nodded silently to Mary, and remained 
standing till the coughing should cease, and allow 
her uncle to notice her. 

" Heyday, miss ! '' he said at last, " you have a fine 
colour. Where's Fred ? ” 

"Seeing about the horses. He will be in pres- 
ently." 

"Sit down, sit down. Mrs Waule, you'd bettor 
go.” ^ 

Even those neighbours who had called Peter 
Featherstone an old fox, had never accused him 
of being insincerely polite, and his sister was quite 
used to the peculiar absence of ceremony with which 
he marked his sense of blood-relationship. Indeed, 
she herself was accustomed to think that entire freo- 
dom from the necessity of behaving agreeably was 
included in the Almighty's intentions about families. 
She rose slowly without any sign of resentment, and 
said in her usual muffled monotone, "Brother, I 
hope the new doctor will be able to do something for 
you. Solomon says there's great talk of his olever- 
ness. Pm sure it's my wish you should be spared. 
And there's none more ready to nurse you than 
your own sister and your own nieces, if you'd only 
say the word. There's Kebecca, and Joanna, and 
Elizabeth, you Imow.” ! 

"Ay, ay, I remember — ^you'll see IVe remembered 
’em all — all dark and ugly. '^They^d need have some 

VOL. I. L 


162 


MIDDLEMAKCH. 


money, eh? There never was any beauty in the 
women of onr family; but the Feathei’stones have 
always had some money, and the Waules too, 
Waule had money too. A warm man was Waule. 
Ay, ay; money’s a good egg; and if you’ve got 
money to leave behind you, lay it in a warm nest. 
Good-bye, Mrs Waule.” 

Here Mr Featherstone pulled at both sides of his 
wig as if he wanted to deafen himself, and his sister 
went away ruminating on this oracular speech of his. 
Notwithstanding her jealousy of the Vincys and of 
Mary Garth, there remained as the nethermo^st sedi- 
ment in her mental shallows a persuasion that her 
brother Peter Featherstone could never leave his 
chief property away from his blood-relations : — else, 
why had J;ihe Almighty carried off his two wives 
both childless, after he had gained so much by man- 
ganese and things, turning up when nobody ex- 
pected it? — and why was there a Lowick parish 
church, and the Waules and Powderells all sitting 
in the same pew for generations, and tlie Feather- 
stone pew next to them, if, the Sunday after her 
brother Peter’s death, everybody was to know that 
the property was gone out of the family ? The human 
mind has at no period accepted a moral chaos ; and 
so preposterous a result was not strictly conceivable. 
But we are frightened at much that is not strictly 
conceivable. 

When Fred came in the old man eyed him with 
a peculiar twinkle, which the younger had often had 
reason to interpret as jgride in the satisfactory details 
of his appearance. 
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Yon two misses go away/^ said Mr Featherstone. 
“ I want to speak to Fred.’^ 

“Come into my room, Eosamond, yon will not 
mind tlie cold for a little while,'’ said Mary. The 
two girls had not only known each other in child- 
hood, bnt had been at the same provincial scliool 
together (Mary as an articled pnpil), so that they 
had many memories in common, and liked very 
well to talk in private. Indeed, this tete~d4ite was 
one of Eosamond’s objects in coming to Stone 
Conrt. 

Old j^eatherstone would not begin the dialogue 
till the door had been closed. He continued to look 
at Fred with the same twinkle and with one of In's 
habitual grimaces, alternately screwing and widen- 
ing his mouth ; and when ho spoke, it was in a low 
tone, which might be taken for that of an informer 
ready to be bought off, rather than for the tone of 
an offended senior. He was not a man to feel any 
strong moral indignation even on account of tres- 
passes against himself. It was natural tliat others 
should want to got an advantage over him, but then, 
he was a little too cunning for them. 

“So, sir, youVe been paying ten per cent for 
money which you’ve promised to pay off by mort- 
gaging my land when Tm dead and gone, eh? You 
put my life at a twclvemonlii, say. But I can alter 
my will yet.” 

Fred blushed. He had not borrowed money in 
that way, for excellent reasons. But he Was con- 
scious of having spoken with, some confidence (ptu- 
haps with more than he exactly remombored) about 
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his prospect of getting* Featherstone^s land as a 
future means of paying present debts. 

I don’t know what you refer to, sir. I kaye 
certainly never borrowed any money on such an in- 
security. Please to explain.” 

No, sir, it’s you must explain. I can alter my 
will yet, let me tell you. I’m of sound mind — can 
reckon compound interest in my head, and remember 
every fool’s name as well as I could twenty years 
ago. Wliat the deuce ? I’m under eighty. I say, 
you must contradict this story.” 

“ I have contradicted it, sir,” Fred answered, with 
a touch of impatience, not remembering that his 
uncle did not verbally discriminate contradicting 
from disproving, though no one was further from 
confounding the two ideas than old Featherstone, 
who often wondered that so many fools took his 
own assertions for proofs. “But I contradict it 
again. The story is a silly lie.” 

“Nonsense ! you must bring dockiments. It 
comes from authority.” 

“Name the authority, and make him name the 
man of whom I borrowed the money, and then I can 
disprove the story.” 

“ It’s pretty good authority ,cl think — a man who 
knows most of what goes on in Middlemarch. It’s 
that fine, religious, charitable uncle o’ yours. Come 
now ! ” Here Mr Featherstone had his peculiar 
inward shake which signified merriment. 

“Mr Bulstrode?” 

“ Who else, eh ? ” r 

“ Then the story has grown into this lie out of 
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soniG BG^ TTi oni sing words liG iHciy liavo lot fjill cibout 
me. Do they pretend that he named the man who 
lent me the money ? ” 

“ If there is such a man, depend upon it Bulstrodo 
knows him. But, supposing you only tried to get 
the money lent, and didn’t get it — Bulstrode ’ud 
know that too. You bring me a writing from Bul- 
strode to say he doesn’t believe you’ve ever pro- 
mised to pay your debts out o’ my land. Gome 
now I ” 

Mr Featherstone’s face required its whole scale of 
grimaces as a muscular outlet to his silent triumph 
in the Soundness of his faculties. 

Fred felt himself to be in a disgusting dilemma. 

^'You must be joking, sir. Mr Bulstrodo, like 
other men, believes scores of things tliat arc not 
true, and he has a prejudice against mo. I could- 
easily get him to write that he knew no facts in 
proof of the report you speak of, though it might 
lead to unpleasantness. But I could hardly ask him 
to write down what he believes or does not believe 
about me.” Fred paused an instant, and then add- 
ed, in politic appeal to his uncle’s vanity, “ That 
is hardly a thing for a gentleman to ask.” 

• But he was disappointed in the result 

Ay, I know ^hat you moan. Yoti’cl sooner 
offend me tlian Bulstrode. And what’s he?— he’s 
got no land hereabout that ever I heard tell of. A 
speckilating fellow I He may come down any day, 
when the devil leaves off backing him. And that’s 
what his religion means: he wants God A’mighty 
to come in. That’s nonsenle I There’s on© thing 
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I made out pretty clear wlieu I used to go to church 
— and it’s this : God A’mighty sticks to the land. 
He promises land, and He gives land, and He makes 
chaps rich with corn and cattle. But you take the 
other side. You like Bulstrode and speckilation 
better than Featherstone and land.” 

“ I beg your pardon, sir,” said Fred, rising, standing 
with his back to the fire and beating his boot with 
his whip. I like neither Bulstrode nor speculation.” 
He spoke rather sulkily, feeling himself stalemated. 

“Well, well, you can do without me, that’s pretty 
clear,” said old Featherstone, secretly disliking the 
possibility that Fred would show himself "‘‘at all 
independent. “ You neither want a bit of land to 
make a squire of you instead of a starving parson, 
.nor a lift of a hundred pound by the way. It’s all 
one to me. I can make five codicils if I like, and I 
shall keep my bank-notes for a nest-egg. It’s all 
one to me.” 

Fred coloured again. Featherstone had rarely 
given him presents of money, and at this moment it 
seemed almost harder to part with the immediate 
prospect of bank-notes than with the more distant 
prospect of the land. 

“ I am not ungrateful, sir. I never meant to show 
disregard for any kind intentioife you might have 
towards me. On the contrary.” 

“Very good. Then prove it. You bring me a 
letter from Bulstrode saying he doesn’t believe 
you’ve been cracking and promising to pay your 
debts out o’ my land, and then, if there’s any scrape 
you’ve got into, we’ll sSe if I can’t back you a bit 
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Come now ! That’s a bargain. Here, give me your 
arm. I’ll try and walk round the room.” 

Fred, in spite of bis irritation, bad kindness 
enough in him to be a little sorry for the unloved, 
unvenerated old man, who with his dropsical legs 
looked more than usually pitiable in walking. While 
giving his arm, he thought that he should not him- 
self like to be an old fellow with his constitution 
breaking up ; and he waited good-temp eredly, first 
before the window to hear the wonted remarks about 
the guinea-fowls and the weather-cock, and then 
before J:he scanty book-shelves, of which the chief 
glories in dark calf were Josephus, Culpepper, 
Klopstock’s ^Messiah,’ and several volumes of the 
' Gentleman’s Magazine.’ 

Bead me the names o’ the books. Gome now I 
you’re a college man.” 

Fred gave him the titles. 

What did missy want witli more books ? What 
must you be bringing her more books for ? ” 

^^They amuse her, sir. She is very fond of 
reading.” 

little too fond,” said Mr Pcathorstone, cap- 
tiously. “ She was for reading wlien she sat with 
n|ei But I put a stop to that. She’s got the news- 
paper to read out loud. That’s enough for one day, 
I should think I can’t abide to see lier reading to 
herself. You mind and not bring her any more 
books, do you hear?” 

Yes, sir, I 'hear.” Fred had reoeived' this 'order 
before, and had secretly disol, xjyed if. lie iatchdod 
to disobey it again. 
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“Eingthe bell/^ said Mr Featherstone ; “I want 
missy to come down.” 

■ Eosamond and Mary bad been talking faster than 
their male friends. They did not think of sitting 
down, but stood at the toilet- table near the win- 
dow while Eosamond took off her hat, adjusted her 
veil, and applied little touches of her finger-tips to 
her hair — hair of infantine fairness, neither flaxen 
nor yellow. Mary G-ai'th seemed all the plainer 
standing at an angle between the two nymphs — 
the one in the glass, and the one out of it, who 
looked at each ’other with eyes of heavenlj^ blue, 
deep enough to hold lhe most exquisite meanings 
an ingenious beholder could put into them, and deep 
enough to hide the meanings of the owner if these 
should haj^pen to be less exquisite. Only a few 
children in Middlemarch looked blond by the side 
of Eosamond, and the slim figure displayed by her 
riding-habit had delicate undulations. In fact, most 
men in Middlemarch, except her brothers, held that 
Miss Vincy was the best girl in the world, and some 
called her an angel. Mary Garth, on the contrary, 
had the aspect of ‘ an ordinary sinner : she was 
brown ; her curly dark hair was rough and stub- 
born ; her stature was low ; an^ it would not be 
true to declare, in satisfactory antithesis, that she 
had all the virtues. Plainness has its peculiar 
temptations and vices quite as much as beauty; it 
is apt either to feign amiability, or, not feigning it, 
to show all the repulsiveness of discontent : at any 
rate, to be called an ugly thing in coiitrast with 
that lovely creature your companion, is apt to pro- 
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duce some effect beyond a sense of fine veracity 
and fitness in tbe phrase. At the age of two-and' 
twenty Mary had certainly not attained that perfect 
good sense and good principle which are usually 
recommended to the less fortunate girl, as if they 
were to be obtained in quantities ready mixed, with 
a flavour of resignation as required. Her shrewd- 
ness had a streak of satiric bitterness continually 
renewed and never carried utterly out of sight, 
except by a strong current of gratitude towards 
those who, instead of telling her that she ought 
to be ^contented, did something to make her so. 
Advancing womanhood had ternpered her plainness, 
which was of a good human sort, such as the 
mothers of our race have very commonly worn in 
all latitudes under a more or less becoijaing head- 
gear. Rembrandt would have painted her with 
pleasure, and would have made her broad features 
look out of the canvas with intelligent honesty. 
For honesty, truth - telling fairness, was Mary's 
reigning virtue : she neither tried to create illu- 
sions, nor indulged in them for her own behoof, and 
when she was in a good mood she had humour 
enough in her to laugh at herself. When she and 
Rosamond happened both to be reflected in the 
glass, she said, laughingly — 

What a brown patch I am by the side of you. 
Rosy I You are the most unbecoming companion.” 

Oh no ! Ho one thinks of your appearance, 
you are so sensible and useful, Mary. Bea;hty is 
of very little consequence in reality,” said Rosa- 
mond, turning her head towards Mary, but with 



170 


MIDDLEMAROH. 


eyes swerving towards the new view of her neck 
in the glass. 

^^You mean my beauty,” said Mary, rather sar- 
donically. 

Rosamond thought, “Poor Mary, she takes the 
kindest things ill.” Aloud she said, “What have 
you been doing lately?” 

“ I ? Oh, minding the house — pouring out syrup 
— ^pretending to be amiable and contented — learning 
to have a bad opinion of everybody.” 

“It is a wretched life for yon.” 

'"IIo,” said Mary, curtly, with a little toss of her 
Read. “I think my life is pleasanter than your 
Miss Morgan’s.” 

Yes ; but Miss Morgan is so uninteresting, and 
not young.” 

“She is interesting to herself, I suppose; and I 
am not at all sure that everything gets easier as 
<?ne gets older.” 

“ No,” said Rosamond, reflectively ; “ one wonders 
what such people do, without any prospect. To be 
sure, there is religion as a support. But,” she 
added, dimpling, “it is very different witli you, 
Mary. You may have an offer.” 

“Has any one told you he means to make 

me one ? ” ^ 

“ Of course not I mean, there is a gentleman 
who may fall in love with yon, seeing you almost 
every day.” 

A certain change in Mary’s face was chiefly 
determined by the resolve not to show any 
ohapge. ^ ^ 
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Does that always make people fall in love ? ” slio 
answered, carelessly ; it seems to me quite as often 
a reason for detesting each other.” 

Not when they are interesting and agreeable. I 
hear that Mr Lydgate is both.” 

Oh, Mr Lydgate I ” said Mary, with an nnmistake- 
able lapse into indifference. Yon want to know 
something about him,” she added, not ohooBing to 
indulge Eosamond’s indirectness. 

Merely, how you like liim.” 

“ There is no question of liking at present. My 
liking always wants some little kindness to kindle 
it. I am not magnanimous enough to like people 
who speak to me without seeming to see me.” 

“ Is he so haughty?” said Eosamond, with height- 
ened satisfaction. You know that ho js of good 
family ? ” 

“ No *, he did not give that as a reasom” 

Mary I you are the oddest girl. But what sort 
of looking man is he ? Describe him to me.” 

How can one describe a man ? I can give ]K)U 
an inventory : heavy eyebrows, dark eyes, a straight 
nose, thick dark hair, large solid white hands—and 
— let me see — oli, an exquisite cambric pocket- 
handkerchief. But you will see him. You know 
this is about the t?me of his visits.” 

Eosamond blushed a little, but said, meditatively, 
I rather like a haughty manner. I cannot endure 
a rattling young man.” 

“ I did not tell you that Mr Lydgate was haughty ; 
but il y en a •pour tom ks ySuts, as little Mamselle 
used to say, and if any girl om choose the particukr 
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sort of conceit she would like, I should think it is 
you, Eosy.” 

Haughtiness is not conceit; I call Fred conceited.’’ 

“ I wish no one said any worse of him- He should 
he more careful- Mrs Waule has been telling uncle 
that Fred is very unsteady.” Mary spoke from a 
girlish impulse which got the better of her judg- 
ment. There was a vague uneasiness associated with 
the word “ unsteady ” which she hoped Eosamond 
might say something to dissipate. But she pur- 
posely abstained from mentioning Mrs Waule’s more 
special insinuation. 

“ Oh, Fred is horrid ! ” said Eosamond. She would 
not have allowed herself so unsuitable a word to any 
one but Mary. 

What 4o you mean by horrid ? ” 

^^He is so idle, and makes papa so angry, and 
says he mil not take orders.” 

“ I think Fred is quite right.” 

How can you say he is quite right, Mary ? I 
thought you had more sense of religion.” 

He is not fit to be a clergyman.” 

But he ought to be fit.” 

“Well, then, he is not what he ought to be. I 
know some other people who are in the same case.” 

“But no one approves of them. I should not 
like to marry a clergyman ; but there must be cler- 
gymen.” 

“ It does not follow that Fred must be one.” 

“ But when papa has been at the expense of edu- 
cating him for it ! And only suppose, if he should 
have no fortune left him ? ” 
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“I can suppose that very well,” said Mary, dryly. 

“ Then I wonder you can defend I’red,” said llosa- 
mond, inclined to push this point- 

“ I don’t defend him,” said Mary, laughing ; “ I 
would defend any parish from having him for a 
clergyman.” 

“ But of course if he were a clergyman, ho must 
be different.” 

“ Yes, he would be a great hypocrite j and ho is 
not that yet.” 

“It is of no use saying anything to you, Mary. 
You ^ways take Fred’s part” 

“ YHiy should I not take his part? said Mary, 
lighting up. “ He would take mine. He is the only 
person who takes the least trouble to oblige mo.” 

“ You make mo feel very uncomfortable, Mary,” 
said Kosamond, with her gravest mildness ; “ I would 
not tell mamma for the world.” 

“What would you not tell her?” said Mary, 

angrily. 

Pray do not go into a rage, Mary, said Itosa- 
mond, mildly as over. 

If your mamma is afraid that I red will make mo 
an offer, tell her that I would not marry him if ho 
asked me. But he is not going to do so, that I am 
aware. He certainly never has asked me. 

“ Mary, you are always so violent.” 

“And you are always so exasperating.” 

“ I ? What can you blame me for ? ” 

“ Oh, blameless people are always tho most ex- 
asperating. There is the^bell— I think we must 
go down.” 


m 
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“ I did not mean to quarrel/’ said Eosamond, put- 
ting on her hat. 

Quarrel ? hTonsense ; we have not quarrelled. 
If one is not to get into a rage sometimes, what is 
the good of being friends ? ” 

^^Am I to repeat what you have said?” 

“Just as you please. I never say what I am 
afraid of having repeated. But let us go down.” 

Mr Jjydgate was rather late this morning, but the 
visitors stayed long enough to see him ; for Mr 
Featherstone asked Eosamond to sing to him, and 
she herself was so kind as to propose a second 
favourite song of his — “Flow on, thou shining river” 
— after she had sung “ Home, sweet home ” (which 
she detested). This hard-headed old Overreach 
approved of the sentimental song, as the suitable 
garnish for girls, and also as fundamentally fine, 
sentiment being the right thing for a song. 

Mr Featherstone was still applauding the last per- 
formance, and assuring missy that her voice was as 
clear as a blackbird’s, when Mr Lydgate’s horse 
passed the window. 

His dull expectation of the usual disagreeable 
routine with an aged patient — who can hardly 
believe that medicine would not “ set him up ” if 
the doctor were only clever enough — added to liis 
general disbelief in Middlemarch charms, made a 
doubly effective background to this vision of Eosa- 
mond, whom old Featherstone made haste ostenta- 
tiously to introduce as his niece, though he had 
never thought it worth while to speak of Mary 
Garth in that light. Nothing escaped Lydgate in 
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Kosamond's graceful behaviour : how delicately she 
waived the notice which the old man’s want of taste 
had thrust upon her by a quiet gravity, not showing 
her dimples on the wrong occasion, but showing 
them afterwards in speaking to Mary, to whom she 
addressed herself with so much good-natured interest, 
that Lydgate, after quickly examining Mary moro 
fully than he had done before, saw an adorable kind- 
ness in Eosamond’s eyes. But Mary from some cause 
looked rather out of temper, 

“ Miss Kosy has been singing me a song — you’v(^ 
nothing to say against that, eh, doctor?” said Mr 
Featherstone. “ I like it better than your physic.” 

“That has made me forget how the time was 
going,” said Kosamond, rising to reach her hat, 
which she had laid aside before singing, that lier 
flower-like head on its white stem was seen in per- 
fection above her riding-habit. “Fred, wo must 
really go.” 

“ Yery good,” said Fred, who had his own reasons 
for not being in the best spirits, and wanted to get 
away. 

“ Miss Yincy is a musician ? ” said Lydgate, fol- 
lowing her with his eyes. (Every nerve and muscle 
in Eosamond was adjusted to the consciousness that 
she was being lodSied at. She was by nature an 
actress of parts that entered into her physiqm ; she 
even acted her own character, and so well, that she 
did not know it to be precisely her own.) 

“ The best in Middlemarch, I’ll ho hound,” said 
Mr Featherstone, “let the next be who she will 
Eh, Fred ? Speak up for your sister.” 
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“ I’m afraid I’m out of court, sii\ My evidence 
would be good for nothing.” 

“Middlemarch has not a very high standard, 
uncle,” said Eosamond, with a pretty lightness, 
going towards her whip, which lay at a distance. 

Lydgate was quick in anticipating her. He 
reached the whip before she did, and turned to 
present it to her. She bowed and looked at him : 
he of course was looking at her, and their eyes met 
with that peculiar meeting which is never arrived 
at by effort, but seems like a sudden divine clear- 
ance of haze. I think Lydgate turned a little paler 
than usual, but Eosamond blushed deeply and felt 
a certain astonishment. After that, she was really 
, anxious to go, and did not know what sort of stupid- 
■ ity her uijcle was talking of when she went to shake 
hands with him. 

Yet this result, which she took to be a mutual 
impression, called falling in love, was just what 
Eosamond had contemplated beforehand. Ever since 
that important new arrival in Middlemarch she had 
woven a little future, of which something like this 
scene was the necessary beginning. Strangers, 
whether wrecked and clinging to a raft, or duly 
escorted and accompanied by portmanteaus, have 
always had a circumstantial fascination for the 
virgin mind, against which native merit has urged 
itself in vain. And a stranger was absolutely 
necessary to Eosamond’s social romance, which had 
always turned on a lover and bridegroom who was 
not a Middlemarcher, and who had no connections 
at all like her own:^of late, indeed, the construe- 
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tion seemed to demand that he should somehow be 
related to a baronet. Now that she and the stranger 
had met, reality proved much more moving than 
anticipation, and Eosamond could not doubt that 
this was the great epoch of her life. She judged 
of her own symptoms as those of awakening love, 
and she held it still more natural that Mr Lydgate 
should have fallen in love at first sight of her. 
These things happened so often at balls, and why 
not by the morning light, when the complexion 
showed all the better for it? Eosamond, though 
no older than Mary, was rather used to being fallen 
in love with 5 but she, for her part, had remained 
indifferent and fastidiously critical towards both 
fresh sprig and faded bachelor. And here^was Mr 
Lydgate suddenly corresponding to her ideal, being 
altogether foreign to Middlemarch, carrying a cer- 
tain air of distinction congruous with good family, 
and possessing connections which offered vistas of 
that middle -class heaven, rank; a man of talent, 
also, whom it would be especially delightful to en- 
slave : in fact, a man who had touched her nature 
quite newly, and brought a vivid interest into 
her life which was better than any fancied “ might- 
be ” such as she was in the habit of opposing to the ’ 
actual. 

Thus, in riding home, both the brother and the 
sister were pre- occupied and inchned to be silent. 
Eosamond, whose basis for her structure had the 
usual airy slightness, was of remarkably detailed 
and realistic imagination when the foundation had 
been once presupposed ; and before they had ridden 
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a mile she was far on in the costume and introduc- 
tions of her wedded life, having determined on her 
house in Middlemarch, and foreseen the visits she 
would pay to her husband’s high-bred relatives at 
a distance, whose finished manners she could ap- 
propriate as thoroughly as she had done her school 
accomplishments, preparing herself thus for vaguer 
elevations which might ultimately come. There 
was nothing financial, still less sordid, in her pre- 
visions : she cared about what were considered re- 
finements, and not about the money that was to 
pay for them. 

Fred’s mind, on the other hand, was busy with 
an anxiety which even his ready hopefulness could 
not immediately quell. He saw no way of eluding 
Feathersto«ae’s stupid demand without incurring con- 
sequences which he liked less even than the task 
of fulfilling it. His father was already out of 
humour with him, and would be still more so if 
he were the occasion of any additional coolness 
between his own family and the Bulstrodes. Then, 
he himself hated having to go and speak to his 
uncle Bulstrode, and perhaps after drinking wine he 
had said many foolish things about Featherstone’s 
property, and these had been qiagnified by report. 
Fred felt that he made a wretched figure as a fellow 
who bragged about expectations from a queer old 
miser like Featherstone, and went to beg for cer- 
tificates at his bidding. But — ^those expectations ! 
He really had them, and he saw no agreeable 
alternative if he gave^ them up ; besides, he had 
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lately mad© a debt wliicli galled him extremely, 
and old Featberstone bad almost bargained to pay 
it off. Tbe whole affair was miserably small : bis 
debts were small, even bis expectations were not 
anything so very magnificent. Fred bad known 
men to whom he would have been ashamed of con- 
fessing tbe smallness of bis scrapes. Such mmina- 
tions naturally produced a streak of misanthropic 
bitterness. To be born the son of a Middlemarch 
manufacturer, and inevitable heir to nothing in 
particular, while such men as Mainwaring and 
Yyan-^ — certainly life was a poor business, wlien 
a spirited young fellow, with a good appetite for the 
best of everything, had so poor an outlook. 

It had not occurred to Fred that the introduction 
of Bulstrode^s name in the matter was a fiction of 
old Featberstone’ 8 ; nor could this have made any 
difference to his position. He saw plainly enough 
that the old man wanted to exercise his power by 
tormenting him a little, and also probably to get 
some satisfaction out of seeing liim on unpleasant 
terms with Bulstrode. Fred fancied that he saw to 
the bottom of his uncle Featherstone’s soul, though 
in reality half what he saw there was no more than 
the reflex of his own inclinations. The difSoult 
task of knowing another soul is not for young 
gentlemen whose consciousness is chiefly made up 
of their own wishes. 

Fred’s main point of debate with himself was, 
whether he should tell his father^ or try to get 
through the affair without l^is fixther’s Imowledgo. 
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It was probably Mrs Wanle who had been talking 
about him ; and if Mary Garth had repeated Mrs 
Wanle^s report to Kosamond, it would be sure to 
reach his father, who would as surely question him 
about it. He said to Eosamond, as they slackened 
their pace — 

■ ^‘Eosy, did Mary tell you that Mrs Waule had 
said anything about me?” 

Yes, indeed, she did.” 

^^What?” 

That you were very unsteady.” 

Was that all?” 

“ I should think that was enough, Fred.” 

You are sure she said no more ? ” 

Mary mentioned nothing else. But really, Fred, 
I think y<fa ought to be ashamed.” 

Oh, fudge I DonT lecture mo. What did Maiy 
say about it ? ” 

I am not obliged to tell you. You care so very 
much what Mary says, and you are too rude to allow 
me to speak.” 

Of course I care what Mary says. She is the 
best girl I know.” 

“ I should never have thought she was a girl to 
fall in love with.” 

ff 

How do you know what men would fall in love 
with ? Girls never know.” 

At least, Fred, let me advise you not to Ml in 
love with her, for she says she would not marry you 
if you asked her.” 

She might have -v^ited till I did ask her.” 
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“ I knew it would nettle you, Fred.’^ 

Kot at all. She would not have said so if you 
had not provoked her.'^ 

Before reaching home, Fred concluded that he 
would tell the whole affair as simply as possible 
to his father, who might perhaps take on himself 
the unpleasant business of speaking to Bulstrode. 
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CHAPTEE XIII. 

Is* (reut Bow class your man ?— as better tlian the most, 

Or, seeming .better, worse beneath that . cloaJ^? 

As saint or knave, pilgrim or hypocrite ? 

Nay, teU me how you class your wealth pf books. 

The drifted relies of aU time. As well 
Sort them at once by size and livery : 

VeJlum, tall copies, and the common calf 
Will hardly cover more diversity 
Than all your labels cunningly devised 
To class your unread authors. 

In consec^tience of what he had heard from Fred, 
Mr Vinoy determined to speak with Mr Bnlstrode 
in liis private room at the Bank at half- past one, 
when he was nsnally free from other callers. But 
a visitor had come in at one o'clock, and Bnl- 
strodLe had so much to say to him, that there was 
little chance of the interview being over in half an 
hour. The banker’s speech was fluent, but it was 
also copious, and he used up an appreciable amount 
of time in brief meditative pauses. Do not imagine 
his sickly aspect to have been of the yellow, black-r 
haired sort: he had a pale blond skin, thin grey- 
besprinkled brown hair, light-grey eyes, and a large 
foreliead. Loud men called his subdued tone an 
undertone, and sometimes implied that it was in- 
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consistent with openness; though there seems to 
be no reason why a loud man should not be given 
to concealment of anything except his own voice, 
unless it can be shown that Holy Writ has placed 
the seat of candour in the lungs. Mr Bulstrode 
had also a deferential bending attitude in listening, 
and an apparently fixed attentiveness in his eyes 
which made those persons who thought themselves 
worth hearing infer that he was seeking the utmost 
improvement from their discourse. Others, who 
expected to make no great figure, disliked this kind 
of moral lantern turned on them. If you ^xro not 
proud of your cellar, there is no thrill of satisfaction 
in seeing your guest hold up las wine-glass to the 
light and look judicial Such joys are reserved for 
conscious ,merit. Hence Mr Buletrode^s close atten- 
tion was not agreeable to the publictans and sinners 
in Middlemarch; it was attributed by some to his 
being a Pharisee, and by others to his being Evan- 
gelical. Less superficial reasoners among them 
wished to know who his father and grandfather 
were, observing that five-and-twonty years ago no- 
body had ever heard of a Bulstrode in Middlemarch. 
To his present visitor, Lydgate, the scrutinising 
look was a matter of indifference : ho simply formed 
an unfavourable opinion of the bankor^s constitution, 
and concluded that he had an eager inward life with 
httle enjoyment of tangible things. 

'' I shall be exceedingly obliged if you will look 
in on me here occasionally, Mr Lydgate,’^ the 
banker observed, after a brief pause, ^'^f, as I 
dare to hope, I have the privilege of fmdingVou a 
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valuable coadjutor in the interesting matter of 
hospital management, there will be many ques- 
tions which we shall need to discuss in private. 
As to the new hospital, which is nearly finished, 
I shall consider what you have said about the 
advantages of the special destination for fevers. 
The decision will rest with me, for though Lord 
Medlioote has given the land and timber for the 
building, he is not disposed to give his personal 
attention to the object” 

“ There are few things better worth the pains in 
a proiijncial town like this,” said Lydgate. “A 
fine fever hospital in addition to the old infirmary 
might be the nucleus of a medical school here, 
when once we get our medical reforms ; and what 
would do more for medical education than,th6 spread 
of such schools over the country ? A born provincial 
man who has a grain of public spirit as well as a few 
ideas, should do what he can to resist the iiish of 
everything that is a little better than common to- 
wards London. Any valid professional aims may 
often find a freer, if not a richer field, in tlie pro- 
vinces.” 

One of Lydgate’s gifts was a voice habitually 
deep and sonorous^ yet capable of becoming very 
low and gentle at the right moment. About his 
ordinary bearing there was a certain fling, a fear- 
less expectation of success, a confidence in Ms own 
powers and integrity much fortified by contenrpt ft>r 
petty obstacles or seductions of which he had had 
no experience. But this proud openness waS made 
lovable by an expression ©f unaffected good-will. 
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Mr Bulstrode perhaps liked him the hotter for the 
difference between them in pitch and manners ; he 
certainly liked him the better, as Eosamond did,’ for 
being a stranger in Middlemarch. One can begin 
so many things with a new person ! — even begin to 
be a better man. 

“ I shall rejoice to furnish your zeal with fuller 
opportunities,” Mr Bulstrode answered ; I mean, 
by confiding to you the superintendence of my now 
hospital, should a maturer knowledge favour that 
issue, for I am determined that so great an object 
shall not be shackled by our two physician^. In- 
deed, I am encouraged to consider your advent to 
this town as a gracious indication that a more mani- 
fest blessing is now to be awarded to my efforts, which 
have hith^to been much withstood. With regard 
to the old infirmary, we have gained the initial pdnt 
I mean your election. And now I hopo you will 
not shrink from incurring a certain amount of jeal- 
ousy and dislike from your professional brethren by 
presenting yourself as a reformer.” 

“I will not profess bravery,” said Lydgate, smil- 
ing, “ but I acknowledge a good deal of pleasure in 
fighting, and I should not care for my profession, if 
I did not believe that better methods wore to bo 
found and enforced there as weU as everywhere 
else.” 

“ The standard of that profession is low in Middle- 
march, my dear sir,” said the banker. “ I moan in 
knowledge and sMll; not in social status, for our 
medical men are most^of them connected with re- 
spectable townspeople here. My own imperfect 
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health has indnced me to give some attention to 
those palliative resources which the divine mercy 
has placed within our reach. I have consulted 
eminent men in the metropolis, and I am painfully 
aware of the backwardness under which medical 
treatment labours in our provincial districts.’' 

a Yes ; — with our present medical rules and educa- 
tion, one must be satisfied now and then to meet 
with a fair practitioner. As to all the higher ques- 
tions which determine the starting-point of a diag- 
j^osis — as to the philosophy of medical evidence — 
any ^immering of these can only come from a 
scien-ffic culture of which country practitioners 
have usually no more notion than the man in the 
moon.” 

Mr Bulstrode, bending and looking int^itly, found 
the form which Lydgate had given to his agreement 
not quite suited to his comprehension. Under such 
circumstances a judicious man changes the topic and 
enters on ground where his own gifts may be more 
useful. 

am aware,” he said, ^^that the peculiar bias of 
medical ability is towards material means. Never- 
theless, Mr Lydgate, I hope we shall not vary in 
sentiment as to a measure in which you are not 
likely to be activ^y concerned, but in which your 
sympathetic concurrence may bo an aid to me. You 
recognise, I hope, the existence of spiritual interests 
in your patients ? ” 

Certainly I do. But those words are apt to 
cover different meanings to different minds.” 

“Precisely. And on sncIi subjects wrong teach- 
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ing is as fatal as no teaching. Now a point which 
I have much at heart to secure is a new regulation 
as to clerical attendance at the old infirmary. The 
building stands in Mr Farebrother’s parish. You 
know Mr Farebrother ? ” 

“ I have seen him. He gave me his vote. I must 
call to thank him. He seems a very briglit pleasant 
little fellow. And I understand he is a naturalist.” 

“Mr Farebrother, my dear sir, is a man deeply 
painful to contemplate. I suppose there is not a 
clergyman in this country who has greater talents.” 
Mr Bulstrode paused and looked meditative. ^ 

“I have not yet been pained by finding any 
excessive talent in Middlemarch,” said Lydgate, 
bluntly. 

“ What desire,” Mr Bulstrode continued, look- 
ing still more serious, “is that Mr Farebrother^s 
attendance at the hospital should be superseded 
by the appointment of a chaplain — of Mr Tyke, in 
fact — and that no other spiritual aid should be 
called in.” 

“As a medical man I could have no opinion on 
such a point unless I knew Mr Tyke, and even 
then I should require to know tlie oases in which he 
was applied.” Lydgate smiled, but he was bent on. 
being circumspeotr 

“Of course you cannot enter fully into the 
merits of this measure at present. But” — hero Mr 
Bulstrode began to speak with a more chiselled 
emphasis — “ the subject is likely to bo referred to 
the medical board of the infirmary, and what I tnxst 
I may ask of you is, that in virtue of the co-operation 
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between ns which I now look forward to, you will 
not, so far as yon are concerned, be influenced by my 

opponents in this matter. . ^ 

“ I hope I shall have nothing to do with clerical 
disputes,” said Lydgate. “ The path^ I have chosen 
is to work well in my own profession.” 

“ My responsibility, Mr Lydgate, is of a broader 
kind. With me, indeed, this question is one of 
sacred accountableness; whereas with my oppon- 
ents, I have good reason to say that it is an occa- 
sion for gratifying a spirit of worldly opposition. 
But I atiah not therefore drop one iota of my con- 
viction* or cease to identify myself with that truth 
which an evil generation hates. I have devoted 
myself to this object of hospital-improvement, but I 
win boldly confess to you, Mr Lydgate, that I should 
have no interest in hospitals if I believed that noth- 
ing more was concerned therein than the cure of 
mortal diseases. I have another ground of action, 
and in the face of persecution I wiU not conceal it.” 

Mr Bulstrode’s voice had become a loud and agi- 
tated whisper as he said tlie last words. 

“There we certainly diflFer,” said Lydgate. But 
he was not sorry that the door was now opened, and 
Mr Vinoy was announced. That dorid sociable per- 
sonage was become Siore interesting to him since he 
had seen Rosamond. Not that, like her, he had been 
weaving any future in which their lots were united ; 
but a man naturally remembers a charming girl with 
pleasure, and is wiUing to dine where he may see 
her again. Before he took leave, Mr Vinoy had 
given that invitation which *he had been “in no 
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hurry about,” for Kosamoncl at breakfast had men- 
tioned that she thought her uncle Featherstone had 
taken the new doctor into great favour. 

Mr Bulstrode, alone with his brother-in-law, 
poured himself out a glass of water, and opened a 
sandwich-box. 

“I cannot persuade you to adopt my regimen, 
Vincy?” 

“ No, no ; I’ve no opinion of that system. Life 
wants padding,” said Mr Vincy, unable to omit his 
portable theory. “ However,” he went on, accenting 
the word, as if to dismiss all irrelevance,^what I 
came here to talk about was a little ailaii' of my 
young scapegrace, Fred’s.” 

“ That is a subject on which you and I arc likely 
to take quite as different views as on diet, Vincy.” 

“I hope not this time.” (Mr Vincy was resolved 
to bo good-humoured.) “ The fact is, it’s about a 
whim of old Featherstone’s. Somebody has been 
cooking up a story out of spite, and telling it to the 
old man, to try to set him against iked. He’s very 
fond of Fred, and is likely to do something hand- 
some for him ; indeed he has as good as told Fred 
that he means to leave him his land, and that makes 
other people jealous.” ^ 

“ Vincy, I must repeat, that you will not get any 
concurrence from me as to the course you have pur- 
sued with your eldest son. It was entirely from 
worldly vanity that you destined him for the Church : 
with a family of three sons and four daughters, you 
were not warranted in^ devoting money to an expen- 
sive education which has snoceeded in notiiing but 
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in giving him extravagant idle habits. Ton are now 
reaping the consequences.’^ 

To point out other people’s errors was a duty that 
Mr Bnlstrode rarely shrank jfrom, hut Mr Yincy was 
not equally prepared to he patient. When a man 
has the immediate prospect of being mayor, and is 
ready, in the interests of commerce, to take up a firm 
attitude on politics generally, he has naturally a 
sense of his importance to the framework of things 
which seems to throw questions of private conduct 
into the background. And this particular reproof 
irritate^ him more than any other. It was eminently 
superfluous to him to be told that he was reaping 
•the consequences. But he felt his neck under Bui- 
strode’s yoke ; and though he usually enjoyed kick- 
ing, he was anxious , to refrain from that relief. 

^^As to thatj Bulstrode, it’s no use going back. 
I’m not one of your pattern men, and I don’t pre- 
tend to be. I couldn’t foresee everything in the 
trade ; there wasn’t a finer business in Middlemarch 
than ours, and the lad was clever. My poor brother 
was in the Church, and would have done well — had 
got preferment already, but that stomach fever took 
him off: else he might have been a dean by this 
time. I think I was^'ustified in what I tried to do 
for Fred. If you come to religion, it seems to me 
a man shouldn’t want to carve out his meat to an 
ounce beforehand : — one must trust a little to Bro^ 
vidence and be generous. It’s a good British feeling 
to try and raise your family a little : in my opinion, 
it’s a father’s duty to give his^ons a fine chance.” 

I don’t wish to act otherwise than as your best 
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friend, Yincy, when I say that what yon have been 
uttering just now is one mass of worldliness and 
inconsistexxt folly.” 

Very well,” said Mr Vincy, kicking in spite of 
resolutions, I never professed to be anything but 
worldly ; and, what's more, I don't see anybody else 
who is not worldly. I suppose you don’t conduct 
business on what you call unworldly principles. The 
only difference I see is that one worldliness is a little 
bit honester than another.” 

^^This kind of discussion is unfruitful, Vincy,” 
said Mr Bulstrode, who, finishing his sandwich, had 
thrown himself back in his chair, and shaded his 
eyes as if weary. You had some more particular 
business.” 

“Yes, •yes. The long and short of it is, some- 
body has told old Featherstone, giving you as the 
authority, that Fred has been borrowing or trying 
to borrow money on the prospect of his land. Of 
course you never said any such nonsense. But 
the old fellow will insist on it that Fred should 
bring him a denial in your handwriting; that is, 
just a bit of a note saying you don’t believe a word 
of such stuff, either of his having borrowed or tried 
to borrow in such a fool’s way^ I suppose you can 
have no objection to do that.” 

“Pardon me. I have an objection. I am by no 
means sure that your son, in his recklessness and 
ignorance — I will use no severer word — has not 
tried to raise money by holding out his future pros- 
pects, or even that ^ome one may not have been 
foolish enough to supply him on so vague a pre- 
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sumption: there is plenty of such lax naoney-lend- 
ing as of other folly in the world.’' 

^^But Fred gives me his honour that he has never 
borrowed money on the pretence of any understand- 
ing about his uncle’s land. He is not a liar. I 
don’t want to make him better than he is. I have 
blown him up well — nobody can say I wink at what 
he does. But he is not a liar. And I should have 
thought — ^but I may be wrong — that there was no 
religion to hinder a man from believing the best of 
a young fellow, when you don’t know worse. It 
seems to me it would be a poor sort of religion to 
put a spoke in his wheel by refusing to say you 
don’t believe such harm of him as you’ve got no 
good reason to believe.” 

“ I am not at all sure that I should be b^riending 
your son by smoothing his way to the future pos- 
session of Featherstone’s property. I cannot regard 
wealth as a blessing to those who use it simply as 
a harvest for this world. You do not like to hear 
these things, Vincy, but on this occasion I feel called 
upon to tell you that I have no motive for furtlxer- 
ing such a disposition of property as that which you 
refer to. I do not shrink from saying that it will 
not tend to your son’s eternal welfare or to the glory 
of God. Why then Should you expect me to pen 
this kind of affidavit, which has no object hut to 
keep up a foolish partiality and secure a foolish 
bequest?” 

^^If you mean to hinder everybody from having 
money but saints and evangelists, you must give 
up some profitable partnerships, that’s all I can say,” 
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Mr Vincy burst out very bluntly. “ It may be for 
tbe glory of God, but it is not for the glory of the 
Middlemarch trade, that Plymdale’s house uses those 
blue and green dyes it gets from the Brassing manu- 
factory ; they rot the silk, that’s all I know about it. 
Perhaps if other people knew so much of the profit 
went to the glory of God, they might like it better. 
But I don’t mind so much about that — I could get 
f up a pretty row, if I chose.” 

Mr Bulstrode paused a little before he answered. 
“You pain me very much by speaking in this way, 
Vincy. I do not expect you to understjjnd my 
grounds of action it is not an easy thing even 
to thread a path for principles in tluj intricacies of 
the world— still less to make the thread clear for 
the careless and the scoffing. You must remember, 
if you please, that I stretch my tolerance towards 
you as my wife’s brother, and that it little becomes 
you to complain of me as withholding material help 
towards the worldly position of your family. I must 
remind you that it is not your own prudence or 
judgment that has enabled you to keep your place 
in the trade.” 

“Very likely not ; but you liavo boon no loser by 
my trade yet,” said Mr Vinc;^ tlmroughly nettled 
(a result which was seldom much retarded by previ- 
ous resolutions). “And when yon married Ilarriot, 

I don’t see how you could expect tliat our families 
should not hang by the same naU. If you’ve changed 
your mind, and want my family to come down in the 
^orld, youd better say so. Pvo never changed: 

I m a plain Churchman now, just as I used to be 
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before doctrines came np. I take tlie world as I 
jSnd it, in trade and everything else. I’m contented 
to be no worse than my neighbours. But if you want 
us to come down in the world, say so. I shall know 
better what to do then.” 

^^You talk unreasonably. Shall you come down 
in the world for want of this letter about your son ? ” 

Well, whether or not, t consider it very unhand- 
some of you to refuse it. Such doings may be lined 
with religion, but outside they have a nasty, dog- 
in-the-manger look. You might as well slander 
Fred : ik comes pretty near to it when you refuse 
to say you didn’t set a slander going. It’s this sort 
of thing — this tyrannical spirit, wanting to play 
bishop and banker everywhere — it’s this sort of 
thing makes a man’s name stink/’ ♦ 

“ Vinoy, if you insist on quarrelling with mo, it 
will be exceedingly painful to Harriet as well as 
myself,” said Mr Bulstrode, with a trifle more eager- 
ness and paleness than usual. 

I don’t want to quarrel. It’s for my interest^ — 
and perhaps for yours too— that we should be friends. 

I bear you no grudge ; I think no worse of you than 
I do of other people. A man who half starves him- 
self, and goes the leajgth in family prayers, and so ^ 

on, that you do, believes in his religion whatever it 
may be : you could turn over your capital just as 
fast with cursing and swearing : — plenty of fellows 
do. You like to be master, there’’s no denying that j 
you must be first chop in heaven, else yon won’t 
like it much. But you’re my lister’s husband, and 
we ought to stick together ; and if I know Harriet, 
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she’ll consider it yonr fault if we quarrel because 
you strain at a gnat in this way, and refuse to do 
Fred a good turn. . And I don’t mean to say I shall 
bear it well.. I consider it unhandsome.” 

Mr Vincy rose, began to button his greatcoat, and 
looked steadily at his brother-in-law, meaning to im- 
ply a demand for a decisive answer. 

This was not* the 'first time that Mr Bulstrode had 
begun by admonishing Mr Vincy, and had ended 
by seeing a very unsatisfactory reflection of himself 
in the coarse unflattering mirror which that manu- 
facturer’s mind presented to the subtler lights and 
shadows.of his fellow-men ; and perhaps his experi- 
ence ought to have warned him how the scene would 
end. But a full-fed foxmtain will be generous with 
its waters even in the rain, when they are worse 
than useless j and a fine fount of admonition is apt 
to be equally irrepressible. 

It was not. in. Mr Biilstrode’s nature to comply 
directly in consequence of uncomfortable suggestions. 
Before changing his course, he always needed to 
shape his motives and bring them into accordance 
with his habitual standard. He said, at last — 

I will reflect a little, Vincy. I will mention the 
subject to Harriet. I shall probably send you a 
letter.” 

Very well. As soon as you can, please. I hope 
it will all bo settled before I see you to-morrow.” 
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CHAPTEE XIY.’ 


Follows here the strict receipt 
For that satice to dainty meat. 

Named Idleness, which many eat 
By preference, and call it sweet ; 

First •watch for morsels. Wee a hound, 
Mix well with "buffets, stir them round 
With good thich oil of flatteries. 

And froth with mean self lauding lies. 
Serve warm: the vessels you must choose 
To "keep it in are dead, men*a shoes.’* 


Mr Bulstrode^s consultation of Harriet seemed to 
have had the eiFect desired by Mr Vinoy, for early 
the next morning a letter came which Fred could 
carry to Mr Featherstone as the required testimony. 

The old gentleman was staying in bed on ao 
count of the cold weather, and as Mary Garth was 
not to be seen in the sitting-room, Fred went 
up -stairs immediately and presented the letter to 
his uncle, who, propped up comfortably on a bed- 
rest, was not less able than usual to enjoy Hs 
oonsbiousness of wisdom in distrusting and frus- 
trating mankind. He put on his speotaolbs to 
read the letter, pursing up his lips and driiwing 
down their corners. 

“ Under the circumstances I will not decline to state 
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my conviction— t6h&la.\ what fine words the fellow 
puts I He’s as fine as an auctioneer — that your son 
Frederic has not obtained any advance of money on 
bequests promised by Mr — promised ? 

who said I had ever promised ? I promise nothing 
— I shall make codicils as long as I like — and that 
considering the nature of such a proceeding, it is 
unreasonable to presume that a young man of sense 
and character would attempt it — ah, biit the gentle- 
man doesn’t say yon are a young man of sense and 
character, mark you that, sir!— to my own concern 
with any report of such a nature, I distinctly affirm 
that I never made any statement to the effect that your 
son had borrowed money on any property that might 
accrue to him on Mr Featherstone’ s efemisc ’—bless 
my heart I ‘ property ’—accrue— demise I Lawyer 
Standish is nothing to him. He couldn’t speak finer 
if he wanted to borrow. Well,” Mr Featherstone 
here looked over Ins spectacles at Fred, while he 
handed back the letter to him with a contemptuous 
gesture, “you don’t suppose I believe a thing 
because Bulstrode writes it out fine, eh?” 

_ Fred coloured. “You wished to have tho letter, 
sir. ^ I should think it very likely tliat Mr Bulstrode’s 
denial is as good as tho authority which told you 
what he denies.” ^ 

^ Every bit. I never said I believed oitlior one 
or the other. And now what d’you expect?” said 
Mr Featherstone, curtly, keeping on his spectacles, 
but withdrawing his hands under his wraps. 

“I expect nothing, ^sir.” Fred with diifioulty 
restrained himself from'" venting Ids irritation. “J 
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came to bring you the letter. If you like I will 
bid you good morning.” 

“ Not yet, not yet. Eing the bell ; I want missy 
to come.” 

It was a servant who came in answer to the 
bell. 

Tell missy to come I ” said Mr Featherstone, 
impatiently. What business had she to go away ? ” 
He spoke in the same tone when Mary came. 

Why couldn’t you sit still here till I told you to 
go ? I want my waistcoat now. I told you always 
to put ^t on the bed.” 

Mary’s eyes looked rather red, as if she had been 
crying. It was clear that Mr Featherstone was in 
one of his most snappish humours this morning, and 
though Fred had now the prospect of r(ici(;uving the 
much-needed present of money, he would have pre- 
ferred being free to turn round on the old tyrant 
and tell him that Mary Garth was too good to bo at 
his beck. Though Fred had risen as she entered 
the room, she had barely noticed him, and looked as 
if her nerves were quivering with the expectation 
that something would be thrown at her. But she 
never had anything worse than words to dread. 
When she went to reach the waistcoat from a peg, 
Fred went up to her and said, Allow me.’' 

“ Let it alone I You bring it, missy, and lay it 
down here,” said Mr Featherstone. ^^Now you go 
away again tiU. I call you,” he added, when the waist- 
coat was laid down by him. It was usual with him 
to season his pleasure in showing favour to one per- 
son by being especially disagreeable to another, and 
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Mary was always at hand to furnish the condiment.' 
When his own relatives came she was treated better. 
Slowly he took out a bunch of keys from the waist- 
coat-pocket, and slowly he drew forth a tin box 
which was under the hed-clothes. 

“You expect I am going to give you a little 
fortune, eh ? ” he said, looking above his spectacles 
and pausing in the act of opening the lid. 

“ISTot at all, sir. You were good enough to speak 
of making me a present the other day, else, of 
course, I should not have thought of the matter.” 
But Fred was of a hopefol disposition, and a„vision 
had presented itself of a sum just largo enough to 
deliver him from a certain anxiety. When Fred got 
into debt, it always seemed to him highly probable 
that someihing or other— he did not necessarily 
conceive what — would come to pass enabling him to 
pay in due time. And now that the providential 
occurrence was apparently close at liand, it would 
have been sheer absurdity to think that the supply 
would be short of the need: as absurd as a faith 
that believed in half a miracle for want of strength 
to believe in a whole one. 

The deep-veined hands fingered many bank-notes 
^ one after the other, laying them do'vm flat again, 

while Fred leaned back in his chair, scorning to 
look eager. He held himself to be a gentleman at 
heart, and did not like courting an old follow for his 
money. At last, Mr Featherstono eyed him again 
over his spectacles and presented him with a little 
sheaf of notes : Fred could see distinctly that there 
were but five, as the less significant edges gaped 


r 



BOOK IL— OLD AND YOUNG. 


203 


towards him. But then, .each might mean fifty 
pounds. He took them, saying— 

“ I am very much obliged to you, sir,” and ^vas 
going to roll them up without seeming to think of 
their value. But this did not suit Mr Featherstone, 
who was eyeing him intently. 

“ Come, don’t, you think it worth your while to 
count ’em ? You take money like a lord ; I suppose 
you lose it like one.” 

I thought I was not to look a gift-horse in tlio 
mouth, sir. But I shall be very happy to count 
therq^” 

Fred was not so happy, however, after ho had 
counted them. For they actually presented the 
absurdity of being less than his hopefulness liad 
decided that they must be. What cai\ tlie fitnoss 
of things mean, if not their fitness to a man’s (ex- 
pectations? Failing this, absurdity and atluvism 
gape behind him. The coUapse for Fred was 
severe when he found that he held no more than 
five twenties, and his share in the higher education 
of this country did not seem to help him. Never- 
theless he said, with rapid changes in his fiiir com- 
plexion — 

* It is very handsome of you, sir.” 

I should think it is,” said Mr Fealherstono, 
looking his hot and replacing it, then taking off his 
spectacles deliberately, and at length, m if his in- 
ward meditation had more deeply conYinced liim, 
repeating, “ I should think it h handsome” 

assure you, sir, I am Yery gratefdl,” said Frcid, 
who had had time to recover his cheerful air. 
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“ So you ought to be. You want to cut a figure 
in the world, and I reckon Peter Peatherstone is 
the only one you’ve got to trust to.” Here the old 
man’s eyes gleamed with a curiously-mingled satis- 
faction in the consciousness that this smart young 
fellow relied upon him, and that the smart young 
fellow was rather a fool for doing so. 

“Yes, indeed: I was not bom to very splendid 
chances. Few men have been more cramped than 
I have been,” said Fred, with some sense of sur- 
prise at his own virtue, considering how hardly he 
was dealt with. “ It really seems a little to^ bad 
to have to ride a broken-winded hunter, and see 
men, who are not half such good judges as yourself, 
able to throw away any amount of money on buy- 
ing bad bai;gains.” 

“Well, you can buy yourself a fine hunter now. 
Eighty pound is enough for that, I reckon~and 
you’ll have twenty pound over to got yourself out 
of any little scrape,” said Mr Feathorstono, chuck- 
ling slightly. 

“ You are very good, sir,” said Fred, with a fine 
sense of contrast between the words and his feeling. 

“Ay, rather a better uncle than your fine uncle 
Bulstrode. ^ You won’t get much put of his spekila- 
tions, I think. He’s got a pretty strong string 
round your father’s leg, by what I hoar, eh ? ” 

“My father never tells me anything about his 
afifairs, sir.” 

“Well, he shows some sense there. But other 
people find ’em out wfthout his tolling. Beni 
never have much to leave you: he’ll most-Hke die 
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without a will — he’s the sort of man to do it — let 
’em make him mayor of Middlemarch as much as 
they like. But you won’t get much by his dying 
without a will, though you are the eldest son.” 

Fred thought that Mr Featherstone had never 
been so disagreeable before. True, he had never 
before given him (][uite so much money at once. 

''Shall I destroy this letter of Mr Bulstrode’s, 
sir?” said Fred, rising with the letter as if he 
would put it in the fire. 

"Ay, ay, I don’t want it. It’s worth no money 

to m^.” 

Fred carried the letter to the fire, and thrust the 
poker through it with much zest. He longed to 
get out of the room, but he was a little ashamed 
before his inner self, as well as before l^is uncle, to 
run away immediately after pocketing the money. 
Presently, the farm-bailiff came up to give his mas- 
ter a report, and Fred, to his unspeakable relief, 
was dismissed with the injunction to come again 
soon. 

He had longed not only to be set free from his 
uncle, but also to find Mary Garth. She was now 
in her usual place by the fire, with sowing in her 
hands and a book open on the little table by her 
side. Her eyelids had lost some of their redness 
now, and she had her usual air of self-command. 

"Am I wanted up-stairs?” she said, lialf rising 
as Fred entered. 

" Ho ; I am only dismissed, because Simmons is 
gone up.” 

Mary sat down again, and resumed her work* 
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She was certainly ta-eating him with more indifier- 
ence than usual : she did not know how affection- 
ately indignant he had felt on her behalf up-stairs. 

“May I stay here a little, Mary, or shall I bore 
you?” 

“Pray sit down,” said Mary; “you will not be 
so heavy a bore as Mr John Waule, who was here 
yesterday, and he sat down without asking mv 
leave.” 

“Poor fellow! I think he is in love with you.” 

“ I am not aware of it. And to mo it is one of 
the most odious things in a girl’s life, that there 
must always be some supposition of falling in love 
coming between her and any man who is kind to 
her, and to whom she is grateful. I should have 
thought th^t I, at least, might have been safe from 
all that. I have no ground for the nonsensical 
vanity of fancying everybody who comes near mo 
is in love with me.” 

Mary did not mean to betray any fooling, but in 
spite of herself she ended in a tremulous tone of 
vexation. 

Confound John Waule I I did not mean to make 
you angry. I didn t know you had any reason for 
being grateful to hma. I forgot what a great service 
you think it if any one snuffe a candle for you.” 
Fred also had his pride, and was not going to show 
that he knew what had caUed forth this outburst of 
Mary’s. 

“Oh, I am not angry, except with the ways of 
the world. I do like to be spoken to as if I had 
common-sense. I really oftep feel as if I could 
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Tinderstand a little more than I ever hear oven from 
young gentlemen who have been to college. Mai'y 
had recovered, and she spoke with a suppressed 
rippling under-current of laughter pleasant to hear. 

I don’t care hpw merry you are at my expense 
this morning,” said Fred, “I thought you looked so 
sad when you came up-stairs. It is a shame you 
•should stay here to be bullied in that way.” 

^^Oh, I have an easy life — by comparison. I 
have tried being a teacher, and I am not fit for 
that : my mind is too fond of wandering on its own 
way. I think any hardship is better than pretend- 
ing to do what one is paid for, and never really 
doing it. Everything here I can do as well as any 
one else could; perhaps better than some— Eosy, 
for example. Though she is just the sort of beau- 
tiful creature that is imprisoned with ogres in fairy 
tales.” 

cried Fred, in a tone of profound 
brotherly scepticism. 

^^Come, Fred!” said Mary, emphatically; “you 
have no right to be so critical.” 

“ Do you mean anything particular— just now ? ” 

“No, I mean something general — always.” 

“ Oh, that I am idle and extravagant. Well, I 
am not fit to be a poor man. I should not have 
made a bad fellow if I had been rich.” 

“You would have done your duty in that state 
of life to which it has not pleased Ood to cSfll you,” 
said Mary, laughing. 

“ Well, I couldn’t do my duty as a clergyman, 
any more than you could do yours as a govomieBB. 
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You ought to have a little follou'-fec^ling there 
Mary.” ^ 

I never said you ought to he a clergyman. 
There are other sorts of work. It seems to me 
very miserable not to resolve on some course and 
act accordingly.*' 

“ So I could, if ” Fred broke off, and stood 

up, leaning against the mantelpiece. 

^‘If you were sure you should not have a fortune?*' 

“ I did not say that. You want to quarrel with 
me. It is too bad of yotx to be guided by what 
other people say about me." 

^^How can I want to quarrel with you? I should 
be quarrelling with all my new books," said Mary, 
lifting the volume on the table. However nauglity 
you may bp to other people, you are good to me." 

“ Because I like you better than any ono else. 
But I know you despise me." 

“ Yes, I do—a little," said Mary, nodding, with a 
smile. 

“You would admire a stupendotis ftdlow, who 
would have wise opinions about everything." 

“ Yes, I should." Mary was sewing swiftly, and 
seemed provokingly mistress of the situation. When 
a conversation has taken a wrong turn for us, we 
only get fai-ther and farther into the swamp of 
awkwardness. This was what Fred Vincy fedt 

^ a woman Is never in love with any 

one she has always known— ever since she can 
remember ; as a man often is. It is always some 
new fellow who strikes a girl." 

“Let me see,” said "Mary, the comers of her 
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month OTiiiing archly ; “ I must go bacK on my 
experience. There is Juliet — she seems an example 
of what yon say. Bnt then Ophelia had probably 
known Hamlet a long while; and Brenda Troil — 
she had known Mordannt Merton ever since they 
were children ; bnt then he seems to have been 
an estimable yonng man ; and Minna was still 
more deeply in love with Cleveland, who was a 
stranger. Waverley was new to Flora Macivor ; 
bnt then she did not fall in love with him. And 
there are Olivia and Sophia Primrose, and Corinne 
— the^ may be said to have fallen in love with 
new men. Altogether, my experience is rather 
mixed.” 

Mary looked np with some rognishness at Fred, 
and that look of hers was very dear to hi^, though 
the eyes were nothing more than clear windows 
where observation sate langhingly. He was cer- 
tainly an affectionate fellow, and as he had grown 
from boy to man, he had grown in love with his old 
playmate, notwithstanding that share in the higher 
education of the country which had exalted his 
views of rank and income. 

When a man is not loved, it is no use for him 
to say that he could be a better fellow — could do 
anything — I mean, if he were sure of being loved 
in return,” 

Hot of the least use in the world for him to 
say he could be better. Might, could, would-— they 
are contemptible auxiliaries.” 

I don’t see how a man is to be good for much 
unless he has some one woman to love him dearly.” 

VOL. I. 0 
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“ I think the goodness should come before he 
expects that.” 

You know better, Mary. Women don’t love 
men for their goodness.” 

“ Perhaps not. But if they love them, they 
never think them bad.” 

It is hardly fair to say I am bad.” 

I said nothing at all about you.” 

I never shall be good for anything, Mary, if 
you will not say that you love me— if you will not 
promise to marry me — I mean, when I am able to 
marry.” ^ 

If I did love you, I would not marry yon : I 
would certainly not promise ever to marry yon.” 

I think that is quite wicked, Mary. If you love 
me, you pught to promise to marry me.” 

On the contrary, I think it would be wicked in 
me to marry you even if I did love you.” 

You mean, just as I am, without any means of 
maintaining a wife. Of course : I anx but threo-and- 
twenty.” 

In that last point you will altei*. But I am not 
so sure of any other alteration. My fatlxor says an 
idle man ought not to exist, much less, bo mai’ried.” 

Then I am to blow my brains out ? ” 

No ; on the whole I should think you would do 
better to pass your examination. I have heard Mr 
Farebrother say it is disgracefully easy.” 

That is aU very fine. Anything is easy to him. 
Not that cleverness has anything to do with it. I 
am ten times oleverer^than many men who pass.” 

Dear me I ” said Mary, unable to repress her 
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sarcasm; ^Hhat accounts for the curates like Mr 
Crowse. Divide your cleverness by ten, and the 
quotient — dear me ! — is able to take a degree. But 
that only shows you are ten times more idle than 
the others.^’ 

^^Well, if I did pass, you would not want me to 
go into the Church?” 

That is not the question — what I want you to 
do. You have a conscience of your own, I suppose. 
There! there is Mr Lydgate. I must go and tell 
my uncle.” 

Mary,^' said Fred, seizing her hand as she rose ; 
^4f you will not give me some encouragement, I 
shall get worse instead of better.” 

will not give you any encouragement,” said 
Mary, reddening. ^^Your friends would ^lislike it, 
and so would mine. My father would think it a dis- 
grace to me if I accepted a man who got into debt, 
and would not work ! ” 

Fred was stung, and released her hand. She 
walked to the door, but there she turned and said : 

Fred, you have always been so good, so generous 
to me. I am not ungrateful. But never speak to 
me in that way again.” 

''Very well,,” said Fred, sulkily, taking up his hat 
and whip. His complexion showed patches of pale 
pink and dead white. Like many a plucked idle 
young gentleman, he was thoroughly in love, and 
with a plain girl, who had no money I Blit having 
Mr Featherstone^s land in the background, and a per- 
suasion that, let Mary say what she would, she really 
did care for him, Fred was no^ utterly in despair. 
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When he got home, ho gave four of the twenties 
to his mother, asking her to keep them for him. “ l 
don't want to spend that money, motlmr. I want 
it to pay a debt with. So keep it safe away from 
my fingers.” 

“Bless you, my dear,” said Mrs Vincy. She 
doated on her oldest son and her youngest girl (a 
child of six), whom others thought her two naughti- 
est children. The mother’s eyes arc not always 
deceived in their partiality: she at least can best 
judge who is the tender, filial-hearted child. And 
Fred was cei^inly very fond of his mothop. Per- 
haps it was his fondness for another person also that 
made him particularly anxious to take some security 
against his own liability to spend tho hundred 
pounds. ,.For the creditor to whom he owed a hun- 
dred and sixty held a firmer security in tho shape of 
a bill signed by Mary’s father. 



CHAPTEE XV. 


Black eyes you have left, you say, 
Blue eyes fail to draw you ; 

Yet you seem more rapt to-day. 
Than of old we saw you. 

Oh I track the fairest fair 
Through new haunts of pleasure ; 

Footprints here and echoes there 
Guide me to my treasure : 

Lo ! she turns—immortal youth 
Wrought to mortal stature, 

Fresh as starlight’s aged truth — 
Many-namM Nature 1 " 


A GBEAT historian, as he insisted on calling himself, 
who had the happiness to be dead a hundred and 
twenty years ago, and so to take his place among 
the colpssi whose huge legs our living pettiness is 
observed to walk under, glories in his copious re- 
marks and digressiqjiLS as the least imitablo part of 
his work, and espeeially in those initial chapters to 
the successive books of his history, ’ where he seems 
to bring his arm-chair to the proscenium and chat 
with us in all the lusty ease of his fine Englsh. 
But Fielding lived when the days were longer (for 
time, like money, is measure^ by our needs), when 
summer afternoons were spacious^ and the dock ticked 
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slowly in the winter evenings. Wo bolatofl Iiistorb 
ans mnst not linger after his e^camplc ; and if we did 
so, it is probable that our chat would be thin and 
eager, as if delivered from a camp-stool in a parrot- 
house. I at least have so much to do in unravelling 
certain human lots, and seeing how they wore woven 
and interwoven, that all the light I can coinmand 
must be concentrated on this parfhrular web, and 
not dispersed over that tempting range of relevancies 
called the universe. 

At present I have to make the now settlor Lyd- 
gate better known to any one interested in InVi than 
he could possibly be even to those who had seen the 
most of him since his arrival in Middlomarch. For 
surely all must admit that a man may bo puffed and 
belauded, i^nvied, ridiculed, counted upon as a tool 
and fallen in love with, or at least selootcd as a 
future husband, and yet remain virtually unknown 
— known merely as a cluster of signs for his neigh- 
bours’ false suppositions. There was a general im- 
pression, however, that Lydgate was not altogetlier 
a common country doctor, and in Middlomarch at 
that time such an impression was significaxjit of 
great things being expected from him. For oveiy- 
body’s family doctor was remarl^bly clover, and miB 
understood to have immeasurable skill in the man- 
agement and training of the most skittish or vicious 
diseases. The evidence of his cleverness was of tlio 
higher intuitive order, lying in his lady -patients’ 
immovable conviction, and was unassailable by any 
objection except that Jjheir intuitions were opposed 
hy others equ€.lly strong 5 each lady who saw niedi- 
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cal truth in Wrench and “the strengthening treat- 
ment” regarding Toller and “the lowering system” 
as medical perdition. For the heroic times of 
copious Heeding and Histering had not yet de- 
parted, still less the times of thorough-going theory, 
when disease in general was called by some bad 
name, and treated accordingly without shilly-shally 
— as if, for example, it were to be called insurrec- 
tion, which must not be fired on with blank-car- 
tridge, but have its blood drawn at once. The 
strengtheners and the lowerers were all “clever” men 
in soi^ebody’s opinion, which is really as much as 
can be said for any living talents. Nobody's ima- 
gination had gone so far as to conjecture that Mr 
Lydgate could know as much as Dr Sprague and Dr 
Minchin, the two physicians, who alone ^ould offer 
any hope when danger was extreme, and when 
the smallest hope was worth a guinea. Still, I 
repeat, there was a general impression that Lydgate 
was something rather more uncommon than any gen- 
eral practitioner in Middlemarch. And this was true. 
He was but seven-and-twenty, an age at which 
many men are not quite common — at which they 
are hopeful of achievement, resolute in avoidance, 
thinking that Mammon shall never put a bit in 
their mouths and get astride their backs, but rather 
that Mammon, if they have anything to do with 
him, shall draw their chariot. 

He had been left an orphan when he was fresh 
from a pubHo school. His father, a military man, 
had made but little provision for three children, and 
when the boy Tertius asked to have a medical edu- 
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cation, it seemed easier to his guardians to grant his 
request by apprenticing him to a country practi- 
tioner than to make any objections on tlio score of 
family dignity. He was ono of tho rarc;r lads who 
early get a decided bent and make up their minds 
that there is something particular in life which they 
would like to do for its own sake, and m^t bocfiuso 
their fathers did it Most of us who turn to any 
subject with love remember some morning or even- 
ing hour when wo got on a high stool to reach 
down an untried volume, or sat with parted lips 
listening to a new talker, or for very lack of ^moks 
began to listen to the voices within, as the first 
traceable beginiiing of our love. Something of that 
sort happened to Lydgate. He was a (piick follow, 
and when Jiot fiom play, would toss himself in a 
comer, and in five minutes be deep in any sort of 
book that .he could lay his hands on: if it wei-e 
Easselas or Gulliver, so much the better, hut Bailey’s 
Dictionary would do, or the Bible with Iho Apo(!ryi)ha 
in it. Something ho must read, when he wsis not 
riding the pony, or running and hunting, or listening 
to the talk of men. All tins was tnus of him at tc.n 
years of age ; he had then read through ‘Ohrysal, 
or the Adventures of a Guinea, ’^which was neither 
milk for babes, nor any chalky mixture nusant to 
pass for milk, and it had already occurred to him 
that books were stuff, and that life was stupid. His 
school studies had not much modified that opinion, 
fqr though he “did” his olassios and matliomaticH, 
he was not pre-eminent in them. It was said of 
him, that Lydgate could do anything he liked, but ho 
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had certainly not yet liked to do anything remark- 
able. He was a vigorous animal with a ready 
understanding, bnt no spark had yet kindled in him 
an intellectnal passion ; knowledge seemed to him a 
very superficial affair, easily mastered : judging from 
the conversation of his elders, he had apparently got 
already more than was necessary for matoe life. Pro- 
bably this was not an exceptional result of expensive 
teaching at that period of short-waisted coats, and 
other fashions which have not yet recurred. But, 
one vacation, a wet day sent him to the small home 
librar;^ to hunt once more for a book which might 
have some freshness for him : in vain I unless, indeed, 
he took down a dusty row of volumes with grey- 
paper backs and dingy labels — the volumes of an old 
Cyclopasdia which he had never disturbed.,^ It would 
at least be a novelty to disturb them. They were 
on the highest shelf, and he stood on a chair to get 
them down. But he opened the volume which he 
first took from the shelf: somehow, one is apt to 
read in a makeshift attitude, just where it might seem 
inconvenient to do so. The page he opened on was 
under the nead of Anatomy, and the first passage 
that drew his eyes was on the valves of the heart. 
He was not much acquainted with valves of any sort, 
but he knew that valvce were folding -doors, and 
through this crevice came a sudden light startling 
him with his first vivid notion of finely- adjusted 
mechanism in the human frame. A liberal education 
had of course left him free to read the indecent 
passages in the school classics, but beyond a general . 
sense of secrecy and obscenity in connection with 
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Ills internal straoture, had left his imagination quite 
unbiassed, so that for anything he knew his brains 
lay in small bags at his temples, and ho liad no more 
thought of representing to liimself how his blood 
circulated than how paper served instead of gold. 
But the moment of vocation had come, and before 
ho got down from his chair, the world was made 
new to him by a presentiment of endless processes 
filling the vast spaces planked out of his sight by 
that wordy ignorance which ho had sui)posod to be 
knowledge. Prom that hour Lydgate felt the 
growth of an intellectual passion. 

We are not afraid of telling over and over^again 
how a man comes to fall in love with a woman and 
be wedded to her, or else bo fatally parted from her. 
Is it duo tp excess of poetry or of stupidity that we 
are never weary of describing what King James 
called a woman’s “makdom and her faimesse,” 
never weary of listening to the twanging of the old 
Troubadour strings, and are comparatively unin- 
terested in that other kind of “makdom and fair- 
nesse which must bo wooed with industrious 
thought and patient renunciation of small desires? 
In the story of this passion, too, tlio dovolopmorrt 
varies : sometimes it is the glorious marriage, 
sometimes irastration and final parting. And not 
seldom the catastrophe is bound up with tljo other 
passion, sung by the Troubadours. For in the mul- 
titude of middle - aged men who go almt their 
vocations in a daily course determined for them 
much in the same way^as the tie of their cravats, 
there is always a good number who once meant to 



BOOK II. OLD AND YOUNG. 


219 


shape their own deeds and alter the world a little. 
The story of their coming to be shapen after the 
average and fit to be packed by the gross, is hardly 
ever told even in their consciousness ; for perhaps 
their ardour in generous unpaid toil cooled as imper- 
ceptibly as the ardour of other youthful loves, till one 
day their earlier self walked like a ghost in its old 
home and made the new furniture ghastly. Nothing 
in the world more subtle than the process of their 
gradual change I In the beginning they inhaled 
it unknowingly : you and I may have sent some of 
our bypath towards infecting them, when we uttered 
our conforming falsities or drew our silly conclu- 
sions : or perhaps it came with the vibrations from 
a woman’s glance. 

Lydgate did not mean to be one of thoj^e failures, 
and there was the better hope of him because his 
scientific interest soon took the form of a professional 
enthusiasm : he had a youthful belief in his bread- 
winning work, not to be stifled by that initiation in 
makeshift called his ’prentice days ; and he carried 
to his studies in London, Edinburgh, and Paris, the 
conviction that the medical profession as it might 
be was the finest in the world ; presenting the most 
perfect interchange between science and art 5 offer- 
ing the most direct alliance between intellectual 
conquest and the social good. Lydgate’s nature 
demanded this combination : he was an ©motional 
creature, with a flesh-and-blood sens© of fellowship 
which withstood all the abstractions of special study. 
He cared not only for oases/’ but for John and 
Elizabeth, especially Elizabeth* 


m 
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There was another attraction in his profession : it 
wanted reform, and gavo a man an opportunity for 
some indignant resolve to reject its venal decora 
tions and other humbug, and to bo tlio possessor 
of genuine though undemanded qualifications. Ho 
went to study in Paris with the determination tliat 
when he came home again ho would settle, in soulo 
provincial town as a general practitioner, and resist 
the irrational severance between medical and sui-.d- 
cal knowledge in the interest of his own scientific 
pursuits, as well as of the general advance: he 
would keep away from the mngo of Lond<,?i in- 
trigues, jealousies, and social truckling, and win 
celebrity, however slowly, as Jonner had done, by 
the independent value of his work. F,)r it must 
be rememl^^red that this was a dark period ; and in 
spite of venerable colleges which used great efforts 
to secure purity of knowledge by making it scarce 
and to exclude error by a rigid exclusiveness in 
relation to fees and apiiointmeids, it happened that 
very Ignorant young gentlemen were promoted in 
town, and many more got a legal right to practise 
over large areas in the country. Also, the high 
sfondard held up to the public mind by the (lollogo 
of Physicians, which gave its peculiar sanction to 
the expensive and highly-rarefied medical instruction 
Jtained by graduates of Oxford and Cambridge, 
md not hmder quackery from having an oxcellcnt 
ime of It; for since professional practice chiefly 
consisted in giving a great many drugs, the public 
inferred that it might be better, off with more ilrugs 
still, if they could only be got cheaply, and hence 
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swallowed large cubic measures of physic prescribed 
by unscrupulous ignorance which had taken, no 
degrees. Considering that statistics had not yet 
embraced a calculation as to the number of ignorant 
or canting doctors which absolutely must exist in 
the teeth of all changes, it seemed to Lydgate that 
a change in the units was the most direct mode of 
changing the numbers. He meant to be a unit who 
would make a certain amount of difference towards 
that spreading change which would one day tell 
appreciably upon the averages, and in the mean 
time Jiave the pleasure of making an advantageous 
difference to the viscera of his own patients. But 
he did not simply aim at a more genuine kind of 
practice than was common. He was ambitious of 
a wider effect : he was fired with the possibility that 
he might work out the proof of an anatomical con- 
ception and make a link in the chain of discovery. 

Does it seem incongruous to you that a Middle- 
march surgeon should dream of himself as a dis- 
coverer? Most of us, indeed, know little of the 
great originators until they have been lifted up 
among the constellations and already rule our fates. 
But that Herschel, for example, who broke the 
barriers of the heavens” — did he not once play a 
provincial church-organ, and give music-lessons to 
stumbling pianists ? Each of those Shining Ones 
had to walk on the earth among neighbours who 
perhaps thought much more of his gait and his 
garments than of anything which was to give him 
a title to everlasting fame : each of thein had his 
little local personal history sprinkled with small 
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temptations and sordid cares, wliicli made tlxe re- 
tarding friction of his cdurso towards final com- 
panionship with tlie immortals. Lydgate was not 
blind to tlio dangers of snoh friction, but ho had 
plenty of confidence in his resolution to avoid it 
as far as possible; being seven-and-twentj, lie felt 
himself experienced. And ho was not going to 
have his vanities jxrovoked by contact with the 
showy worldly successes of the capital, l)ut to live 
among people who could hold no rivalry with tluit 
pursuit of a great idea which was to bo a twin 
object with the assiduous practice of his profession. 
There was fascination in the liopo that tlu^ two 
purposes would ilhxminata each other: the careful 
observation and inference which was his daily work, 
the use of the lens to further hin jttdgment in 
special oases, would further his tliought as an in- 
strument of larger inquiry. Was not this the typical 
pre-eminence of Ms profession? Ho wotild be a 
good Middlemaroh doctor, and by .that very numns 
keep himself in tlxe track of far-rcacliing hxvesti- 
gation. On one point ho may fairly (daim apjxroval 
at this particular stage of his careem : ho did not 
mean to imitate those pMkn&ropic models wlio 
make a profit out of poisonous pickles to sujxport 
themselves while they are exposmg adulteration, or 
hold shares in a gambling-hell tliat they may have 
leisure to represent the cause of public moxulity. 
Ho intended to begin in Ms own oaso some par- 
ticular reforms which were quite cor1:ainly within 
his reach, and much less of a problem than the 
demonstrating of an anatomical conception. One 
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of these reforms was to act stoutly on the strength 
of a recent legal decision, and simply prescribe, 
without dispensing drugs or taking percentage from 
druggists. This was an innovation for one who had 
chosen to adopt the style of general practitioner in 
a country town, and would be felt as ofi'ensive criti- 
cism by his professional brethren. But Lydgate 
, meant to innovate in his treatment also^ and he was 
wise enough to see that the best security for his 
practising honestly according to his belief was to 
get rid of systematic temptations to the contrary. 

" Perhaps that was a more cheerful time for obser- 
vers and theorisers than the present ; we are apt to 
think it the finest era of the world when America 
was beginning to be discovered, when a bold sailoi*, 
even if he were wrecked, might alight ^on a new 
kingdom; and about 1829 the dark territories of 
Pathology were a fine America for q spirited young 
adventurer. Lydgate was ambitious above all to 
contribute towards enlarging the scientific, rational 
basis of his profession. The more he became inter- 
ested in special questions of disease, such as the 
nature of fever or fevers, the more keenly he felt 
the need for that fundamental knowledge of struc- 
ture which just at the beginning of the century had 
been illuminated by the brief and glorious career of 
Bichat, who died when he was only ono-and-tliirty, 
but, like another Alexander, left a realm large 
enough for many heirs. That great Frenchman 
first carried out the conception that living bodies, 
fundamentally considered, are not associations of 
organs which can be understood by studying them 
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first apart, and tlion as it wore federally; but must 
bo regarded as consisting of certain primary wobs or 
tissues, out of which the various organs — brain, heart 
lungs, and so on — are coiniaicted, as tlw various ac- 
commodations of a house are built up in various pro- 
portions of wood, iron, stone, brick, zinc, and the 
rest, each material having its peculiar composition 
and proportions. No man, one sees, can understand 

and estimate the entire structure or its parts what 

are its frailties and what its repairs, without know- 
ing the nature of the materials. And the conception 
wrought out by Bichat, with his detailed study of 
the different tissues, acted necessarily on medical 
questions as the turning of gas-light would act on 
a dim, oil-lit street, showing now comn'ctions and 
hitherto hidden facts of structure which must bo 
taken into account in considering tho symptoms of 
maladies and the action of medicaments. But results 
which depend on human consoionoe and intolligonce 
work slowly, and now at tho end of 182!), most medi- 
cal practice was still strutting or shambling along 
the old paths, and there was still scientific work to 
be done which might have seemed to ho a direct 
sequence of Biohat’s. This great siior did not go 
beyond the consideration of the tissues as ultimate 
facts in the living organism, marking tho limit of 
anatomical analysis ; but it was open to anotlior mind 
to say , have not these structures some common basis 
from which they hare all started, as your sarsnot, 
gauze, net, satin and velvet from the raw cocoon? 
Here would be another light, as of oxy-hydrogen, 
showing the very grain of thm^, and revising all 
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former explanations. Of tHs sequence to Bichat’s 
work, already vibrating along many currents of the 
European mind, Lydgate was enamoured ; he longed 
to demonstrate the more intimate relations of liv- 
ing structure, and help to define men’s thought more 
accurately after the true order. The work had not 
yet been done, but only prepared for those who knew 
how to use the preparation. What was the primi- 
tive tissue ? In that way Lydgate put the question 
— not quite in the way required by the awaiting 
answer ; but such missing of the right word befalls 
many ^eekers. And he counted on quiet intervals 
to be watchfully seized, for taking up the threads 
of investigation — on many hints to be won jhom 
diligent application, not only of the' scalpel, but 
of the microscope, which research had jpegun to 
use again with new enthusiasm of reliance. Such 
was Lydgate’s plan of his future : to do good 
small work for Middlemarch, and great work for 
the world. 

He was certainly a happy fellow at this time : to 
be seven-and-twenty, without any fixed vices, with a 
generous resolution that his action should be benefi- 
cent, and with ideas in his brain that made hfe inter- 
esting quite apart from the cultus of horse-flesh and ^ 

other mystic rites of costly observance, which the 
eight hundred pounds left him after buying his prac- 
tice would certainly not have gone far in paying for. 

He was at a starting-point which makes many a 
man’s career a fine subject for betting, if there were 
any gentlemen given to that amusement who could 
appreciate the complicated probabilites of an arduous 
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purpose, with all the possible th\vartinp;a and fnrther- 
ings of circumstance, all the niceties of inward bal- 
ance, by which a man swims and makes his point 
or else is carried headlong. The risk would remain 
even with close knowledge of Lydgate’s character ; 
for character too is a process and an unfolding. 
The man was still in the making, as much as the 
Middlemarch doctor and immortal discoverer, and 
there were both virtues and faults capable of shrink- 
ing or expanding. The faults will not, I hope, bo a 
reason for the withdrawal of your interest in him. 
Among our valued friends is tlnu-o not some /mo or 
other who is a little too self-Cionfident and disdainful; 
whoso distinguished mind is a little H])otted with 
commonness ; who is a little pinched hero and pro- 
tuberant rthere with native preyudieem ; or whoso 
better energies are liable to lapse down the wrong 
channel under the influence of transient solicita- 
tions? AU these things might he alhtged against 
Lydgate, but then, they are the periphrases of a 
polite preacher, who talks of Adam, and would not 
like to mention anything painM to the pew-renters. 
The particular faults irom which these delicate gen- 
eralities are distilled have distinguishable physiog- 
nomies, diction, accent, and grimaces; filling up 
parts in very various dramas. Our vanititss differ as- 
our noses do : all conceit is not tho samo conceit, 
but varies in correspondence with tho minutim of 
mental make in which one of us differs from auotlier. 
Lydgate’s conceit was of the arrogant sort, never 
simpering, never impgrtinent, hut massive in its 
claims and benevolently contemptuous. Ho would 
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do a great deal for noodles, being sorry for them, 
and feeling quite sure that they could have no power 
over him : he had thought of joining the vSaint Sirn- 
onians when he was in Paris, in order to turn them 
against some of their own doctrines. All his faults 
were marked by kindred traits, and were tliose of a 
man who had a fine baritone, whoso clothes hung 
well upon him, and who even in his ordinary ges- 
tures had an air of inbred distinction. Where then 
lay the spots of commonness ? says a young lady 
enamoured of that careless grace. How could there 
be any^commonness in a man so well-bred, so ambi- 
tious of social distinction, so generous and unusual 
in his views of social duty? As easily as there may 
be stupidity in a man of genius if you take him un- 
awares on the wrong subject, or as many a mijiu wlio 
has the best will to advance the social millennium 
might be ill-inspired in imagining its lighter X)lea8- 
tires ; unable to go beyond Oifcnbach’s music, or the 
brilliant punning in the last burlesque. I^ydgaf-o’s 
spots of commonness lay in the complexion of his 
prejudices, which, in spite of noble int(juti()u and 
sympathy, were half of them such as are found in 
ordinary men of the world : tliat distinction of mind 
which belonged to Ijis intellectual ardour, did not 
penetrate liis feeling and judgment about furniture, 
or women, or the desirability of its being known 
(without his telling) that ho was bettor bom tlian 
other country surgeons. Ho did not moan to think 
of furniture at present ; but whenever ho did so it 
was to be feared that neither V^iology nor schemes of 
reform would lift him above the vulgarity of feeling 
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that there would be an iiu'onipatihility in Iuh fumi- 
tnre not being of the besi 
As to women, he had already been drawn 
headlong by impetuous folly, \vhi(‘h ho meant to 
be final, since marriage at soino dintant period would 
of course not be impetuous. For tinmen who want to 
be acquainted with Lydgate it will he good to know 
what was that case of impf^tnouK folly, for it may 
stand as an example of the fitful swea-v ing of passion 
to which ho was prone, togot1u*r witli the chivalrous 
kindness which helped to mak(^ him morally lovable. 
The story can be told without many words. ^It hap- 
pened when he was studying in Paris, and just at 
the time when, over and above his other work, lie 
was occupied with some galvanic f‘X|H*rimmitH. One 
eveningftired with his exp<u'!m“ntii,g. and not being 
able to elicit the facts he neeiliMl, ho hdt his frogs 
and rabbits to Some repose taidm' flndr trying and 
mysterious dispensation of nmv.\]dainod shocks, and 
went to finish his evening at the th(»at:ro of the 
Porte Saint Martin, where there was a melodrama 
which he had already seen sev<?ral times ; attracted, 
not by the ingenious work of the (Hdlabomting 
authors, but by an actress wlioso part it was to 
stab her lover, mistaking him Jt>r the ovil-dosigning 
duke of the piece. Lydgate was in love with this 
actress, as a mafi ie in love with a woman whom he 
never expects tq sp€^k to. She was a Frovcmr‘ale, 
with dark eyes, a (Shee profile, and rounded majes- 
tic form, having fhat sort of beauty %vhich carries 
a sweet matrohlincss^ oven in youth, and her voice 
was a soft cooing. She had but lately como to 
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Paris, and bore a virtnons reputation, her husband 
acting with her as the unfortunate lover. It was 
her acting which was “no better than it should 
be,” but the public was satisfied. Lydgate’s only 
relaxation now was to go and look at this woman, 
just as he might have thrown himself under the 
breath of the sweet south on a bank of violets for 
a while, without prejudice to his galvanism, to 
which he would presently return. But this evening 
the old drama had , a new catastrophe. At the 
moment when the heroine was to act the stabbing 
of herjlover, and he was to faU gracefully, the wife 
veritably stabbed her husband, who fell as death, 
willed. A wild shriek pierced the house, and the 
Proven9ale fell swooning: a shriek and a swoon 
were demanded by the play, but the swo<^ning too 
was real this time. Lydgate leaped and climbed, 
he hardly knew how, on to the stage, and was 
active in help, making the acquaintance of his 
heroine by finding a contusion on her head and 
lifting her gently in his arms. Paris rang with 
the story of this death : — was it a murder ? Some 
of the actress’s warmest admirers were inclined to 
believe in her guilt, and liked her the better for 
it (such was the taste of those times) ; but Lydgate 
was not one of these. He vehemently contended 
for her innocence, and the remote impersonal passion 
for her beauty which he had felt before, had passed 
now into personal devotion, and tender thought of 
her lot. The notion of murder was absurd : no 
motive was discoverable, the young couple being 
understood to dote on each other ; and it was not 
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unprecedented that an accidental alip of 
should have brought thcac grave c..nHc,|ucnces 
The legal investigation ended in Madame Laure’s 
release. Lydgate by this time liad had many in- 
terviews with her, and found her more and more 
adorable. She talked little; but that was an 
additional charm. She was melancholy, and semmed 
grateful ; her presence was enough, lik„ that of 
the evening light Lydgab* was madly anxious 
about her affection, and jesdous lest any other man 
than himself should win it an<l ask her to maiiy 
him. But instead of re-opening her engwrcnnmt 
at the Porte Saint Martin, where she w.mld l,ave 
been all the more popuhir for the fatal episode 
she left Paris without warning, forsaking her little 
court of admirers. Perhaps no one carried imiuirv 
far except Lydgate, who fidt tliat all scienoo had 
come to a stand-still while he imagined the nnhappy 
Laure, stricken by ever-wamlering sorrow, herself 
wandering, and finding no faithful comforter. Hid- 
den actresses, liowe.ver, are not so ilillicult to find 
as some other hidden facts, ami it was not long 
before Lydgate gathered indii^ations that Linro hiul 
taken the route to Lyons. He fouml her at last 
acting witli great success at, Avignon under the 
same name, looking more majestie than ever as a 
forsaken wife carrying her child in her arms. He 
spoke to her after tiie play, was received with the 
usual quietude which seemed to him heautiful as 
clear depths of water, and obtained leave to visit 
her the next day; when lie was bent on telling 
her that he adored her, and on asking her to many 
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liim. He knew that tliis was like tlie sudden im- 
pulse of a madman — incongruous even with his 
habitual foibles. Ho matter 1 It was the one thing 
which he was resolved to do. He had two selves 
within him apparently, and they must learn to 
accommodate each other and bear reciprocal impedi- 
ments. Strange, that some of us, with quick alter- 
nate vision, see beyond our infatuations, and oven 
while we rave on the heights, behold the wide plain 
where our persistent self pauses and awaits us. 

To have approached Laure with any suit that was 
not reverentially tender would have been simply a 
contradiction of his whole feeling towards lier. 

“ You have come all the way from Paris to find 
me ? ” she said to him the next day, sitting before 
him with folded arms, and looking at him yvith eyes 
that seemed to wonder as an untamed ruminating 
animal wonders. “ Are all Englishmen lilco that ? ” 

“ I came because I could not live without trying 
to see you. You are lonely ; I love you ; 1 want you 
to consent to bo my wife ; I will wait, luit I want 
you to promise that you will marry mci— no one else.” 

Laure looked at him in silence with «a mela-ncholy 
radiance froxn under her grand eyelids, until ho was 
full of rapturous certainty, and knelt close to her 
knees, 

will tell you something,” she said, in her coo- 
ing way, keeping her arms folded. My loot really 
slipped.” 

know, I know,” said Lydgat(‘, deprocatingly. 

It was a fatal accident — a dreadful stroke of cal- 
amity that bound me to you the more.” 
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Again Lanro pansod a little, and tlun, said, slowlv 
I meant to do itJ^ 

Lydgate, strong man as l,o was, fnmod i,alo and 
trembled ; moments soemod to pass before he rose 
and stood at a distanco from ]u.*r, 

“ There was a secret, then,” 1,.,’ wiid at last, even 
vehemently. “He was brutal to you: you l.ated 

“No I ho wearied me; ho was too fond: lio would 
live m Paris, and not in my country; that was not 
agreeable to mo.” 

« “ J ” said Lydgate, in a groan of Jborror. 

And you planned to mxmlcr him 

“I d:d not plan: it camo to mo in tho rdar— / 

meant to do U.” ^ ^ ' 

Lydgate stood mute,, and unconsciously pressed 
his hat on while he looked at her. Ho saw this 
woman-the first to whom ho had given his young 

adomtion-amid the throng of Ht, . phi cHininals. 

i:ou are a good young man,” sho said. “ But I 
do not like husbands. I will never have another ” 

_ Three days afterwards Lydgato was at his galvan- 
ism again in his Paris ohambors, bolioving that illu- 
sions were at an end for him. Ho was saved from 

better. But he had more reason than ever for trast- 
^ Jilt gment, now that it was so experienced ; 
and henceforth he would take a strictly scientific 
V ew of woman, entertaining no expectations but 
such as were justified ^Ixrforohand. 

No one in Middlemaroh was likely to have such 
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a notion of Lydgate’s past as has here been faintly 
shadowed, and indeed the respectable townsfolk there 
were not more given than mortals generally to any 
eager attempt at exactness in the representation to 
themselves of what did not come under their own 
senses. Not only young virgins of that town, but 
grey-bearded men also, were often in haste to con- 
jecture how a new acquaintance might be wrought 
into their purposes, contented with very vague know- 
ledge as to the way in which life had been shaping 
him for that instrumentality. Middlemarch, in fact, 
counhid on swallowing Lydgate and assimilating 
hi-m very comfortably. 



CHAPTEE XVI. 


“All that in woman is adored 
In thy fair self I find — 

For the whole sex can but afford 
The handsome and the kind." r 

— Sm Charles Sedley. 


The question wlietJier Mr Tyke should be appointed 
as salaried chaplain to the hospital was an exciting 
topic to the Middlemarohers ; and Lydgate heard it 
discussed in a way that threw mnoh light on the 
power exercised in the town by Mr Bnlstrode. The 
banker was evidently a ruler, but there was an op- 
position pariy, and even among his supporters there 
were some who allowed it to be seen that their sup- 
port was a compromise, and who frankly stated their 
impression lhat the general scheme of things, and 
especially the casualties of trade, required you to 
hold a candle to the devil. 

Mr Bulstrode’s power was not due simply to his 
being a country banker, who knew the financial 
secrets of most traders in the town and could touch 
&e springs of their credit ; it was fortified by a 
beneficence that was at once ready and severe — ready 
to confer obligations, and severe in watching the . 


r 
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xesTilt. He had gathered, as an indnstrions man 
always at his post, a chief share in administering 
the town charities, and his private charities were 
both minute and abundant. He would take a great 
deal of pains about apprenticing Tegg the shoe- 
maker’s son, and he would watch over Tegg’s church- 
going; he would defend Mrs Strype the washer- 
woman against Stubbs’s xmjust exaction on the score 
of her drying-ground, and he would himself scru- 
tinise a calumny against Mrs Strype. His private 
minor loans were numerous, but he would inquire 
strict^ into the circumstances both before and after. 
In this way a man gathers a domain in his neigh- 
bours’ hope and fear as well as gratitude ; and power, 
when once it has got into that subtle region, propa- 
gates itself, spreading out of all proportion to its 
external means. It was a principle with Mr Bul- 
strode to gain as much power as possible, that he 
might use it for the glory of God. He went through 
a great deal of spiritual conflict and inward argument 
in order to adjust his motives, and make clear to 
himself what God’s glory required. But, as we have 
seen, his motives were not always rightly appre- 
ciated. There were many crass minds in Middle- 
march whose reflective scales could only weigh things 
in the lump ; and they had a strong suspicion that 
since Mr Bulstrode could not enjoy life in their 
fashion, eating and drinking so little as he did, and 
worreting himself about everything,- he must have 
a sort of vampire’s feast in the sense of mastery. 

The subject of the cha;^laincy came up at Mr 
Yincy’s table when Lydgate was dining there, and 
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the family connection with Mr Bulstrode did not, 
he observed, prevent some freedom of remark even 
on the part of the host himself, though his reasons 
against the proposed arrangement turned entirely 
on his objection to Mr Tyke’'s sermons, which 
were all doctrine, and his preference for Mr Fare- 
brother, whose sermons were free firom that taint. 
Mr Vincy liked well enough the notion of the chap- 
lain^s having a salary, supposing it were given to 
Farebrother, who was as good a little fellow as ever 
breathed, and the best preacher anywhere, and com- 
panionable too. 

• “What line shall you take, then?’^ said Mr 
Chichely, the coroner, a great coursing comrade of 
Mr Yincy’s. 

“ Oh, precious glad I^m not one of the Direc- 
tors now. I shall vote for referring the matter to 
the Directors and the Medical Board together. I 
shall roll some of my responsibility on your shoul- 
ders, Doctor,” said Mr Yincy, glancing first at Dr 
Sprague, the senior physician of the town, and then 
at Lydgate who sat opposite. “ You medical gentle- 
men must consult which sort of black draught you 
will prescribe, eh, Mr Lydgate ? ” 

“I know little of either,” said Lydgate j “but in 
general, appointments are apt to'^be made too much 
a question of personal liking. The fittest man for 
a particular post is not always the best fellow or the 
most agreeable. Sometimes, if you wanted to get 
a reform, your only way would be to pension off the 
good feHows whom everybody is fond of, and put 
them out of the question,” 
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Dr Sprague, wlio was considered the physician of 
most “ weight,” though Dr Minchin was usually 
said to have more “penetration,” divested his large 
heavy face of all expression, and looked at his wine- 
glass while Lydgate was speaking. Whatever was 
not problematical and suspected about this young 
232^11 — example, a certain showiness as to foreign 
ideas, and a disposition to unsettle what had been 
settled and forgotten by his elders — was positively 
unwelcome to a physician whose standing had been 
fixed thirty years before by a treatise on Meningitis, 
of w^ich at least one copy marked “ own ” was 
bound in calf. For my part I have some fellow- 
feeling with Dr Sprague: one's self-satisfaction is 
an untaxed kind of property which it is very un- 
pleasant to find depreciated. ^ 

Lydgate’s remark, however, did not meet the 
sense of the company. Mr Yincy said, that if he 
could have his way, he would not put disagreeable 
fellows anywhere. 

Hang your reforms ! ” said Mr Chichely. “ There’s 
no greater humbug in the world. You never hear 
of a reform, but it means some trick to put in new 
men. I hope you are not one of the ^ Lancet’s ’ men, 
Mr Lydgate — wanting to take the coronership out 
of the hands of tie legal profession: your words 
appear to point that way.” 

“ I disapprove of Wakley,” interposed Dr Sprague' 
“no man more: he is an ill-intentioned fellow, who 
would sacrifice the respectability of the profession, 
which everybody knows depends nn the London 
Colleges, for the sake of getting some notoriety for 
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himself. There are men who don’t, mind about 
being kicked blue if they can r.nly get talked about 
But Wakley is right sometimes,” the Doctor added" 
judicially. “I could mention one or two points in 
which Wakley is in the right.” 

“Oh, well,” said Mr Chichely, “I blame no man 
for standing up in favour of his own ch.th ; but 
coming to argument, I should like to know how a 
coroner is to judge of evidence if he has not had a 
legal training?” ^ 

“In my opinion,” said Lydgate, “legal tmining 
only makes a man more incompetent in (piostions 
that require knowledge of another kiml. People 
talk about evidence as if it cotdd reallv bo weighed 
in scales by a blind Justice. No man can judge 
what is sped evidence on any particular subject 
unless he knows that subject well. A lawyer is 
uo better than an old woman at a ex- 

amination. How is he to know the aiition of a 
poison ? Ton might as well say tliat scanning verso 
Will teach yon to scan the potato cropn.’^ 

“You are aware, I suppose, that it is not the 
coroners business to conduct the post-mortem, but 
only to take the evidence of the medical witness?” 
said Mr Chichely, with some sconi. 

“Who is often almost as ignomnt as tho coroner 
himself, said Lydgate. “Questions of mialical 
junsprudence ought not to be left to tho chance of 
decent knowledge in a medical witness, and tl.e 
coroner ought not to be a man who will believe tliat 
Btryohnine wiU destroy Hie coats of tho stomach if 
an Ignorant practitioner happens to toll him so.” 
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Lydgate had really lost sight of the fact that Mr 
Oliichely was his Majesty’s coroner, and ended inno- 
cently with the question, Don’t yon agree with me, 
X)r Sprague?” 

To a certain extent — with regard to populous 
districts, and in the metropolis,” said the Doctor. 

But I hope it will he long before this part of the 
country loses the services of my friend Chichely, 
ev0n though it might get the best man in our pro- 
fession to succeed him. I am sure Yincy will agree 
withL me.” 

yes, give me a coroner who is a good cour- 
sing man,” said Mr Yincy, jovially. “ And in my 
opinion, you’re safest with a lawyer. Nobody can 
know everything. Most things are ^ visitation of 
God.’ And as to poisoning, why, what yo;^ want to 
know is the law. Gome, shall we join the ladies ? ” 
Lydgate’s private opinion was that Mr Chichely 
might be the very coroner without bias as to the 
coats of the stomach, but he had not meant to be per- 
sonal. This was one of the difficulties of moving 
in good Middlemarch society : it was dangerous to 
insist on knowledge as a qualification for any salaried 
office. Fred Yincy had called Lydgate a prig, and 
now Mr Chichely was inclined to call him prick-eared ; 
especially when, in the drawing-room, he seemed 
to be making himself eminently agreeable to Bosa- 
mohd, whom he had easily monopolised in 
since Mrs Yincy herself sat at the tea-table. She re- 
signed no domestic function to her daughter; and 
tbe matron’s blooming good-natured face, with the 
too volatile pink strings floating from her fine throat. 
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and her cheery manners to husband and children 
was certainly among the groat attractions of the 
Vinoy house — attractions whicjh made it all the easier 
to fall in love with the daughter, ^rhe tinge of un- 
pretentious, inoffensive vulgarity in llrs Vincy 
gave more effect to Kosamond’s refmomont, which 
was beyond what Lydgate had oxpiKd.ed. 

Certainly, small feet and perfx'tly turned shoul- 
ders aid the impression of refined manners, and the 
right thing said seems quite astonishingly right 
when it is accompanied with cx(pnsitii curves of lip 
and eyelid. And Rosamond could say the right 
thing ; for she was clever with that sort of clever- 
ness which catches every tone except the humorous. 
Happily she never attempted to jolco, and this i)cr- 
haps wa^the most deoisivo mark of her (devernesH. 

She and Lydgate readily got into (conversation. 
He regretted that he had not lucard h(u sing the 
other day at Stone Court. The only pleasure ho 
allowed himself during the latter part of his stay in 
Paris was to go and hear music. 

“You have studied music, probably?'' said Rosa- 
mond. 

No, I know the notes of many liirds, and I know 
many melodies by ear; but the music that I don’t 
know at all, and have no notion about, delights mo 
r-affeots me. How stupid the world is that it does 
not make more use of such a ideasuro within its 
reach I ” . 

Yes, and you will find Middlemarcdi v(jry tune- 
less. There are hardly any good musitjians. I only 
know two gentlemen wlio sing at all well.” 
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I suppose it is the fashion to sing comic songs 
in a rhythmic way, leaving yon to fancy the tune — 
very much as if it were tapped on a drum ? 

^^Ah, you have heard Mr Bowyer,” said Rosa- 
mond, with one of her rare smiles. “ But we are 
speaking very ill of our neighbours.” 

Lydgate was almost forgetting that he must carry 
on the conversation, in thinking how lovely this 
creature was, her garment seeming to be made out 
of the faintest blue sky, herself so immaculately 
blond, as if the petals of some gigantic flower had 
just (jpened and disclosed her 5 and yet with this 
infantine blondness showing so much ready, self- 
possessed grace. Since he had had the memory of 
Laure, Lydgate had lost all taste for large -eyed 
sil^ce : the divine cow no longer attrqjpted him, 
and Rosamond was her very opposite. But he re- 
called himself. 

“You will let me hear some music to-night, I 
hope.” 

“ I will let you hear my attempts, if you like,’^ 
said Rosamond. “ Papa is sure to insist on my sing- 
ing. But I shall tremble before you, who have 
heard the best singers in Paris. I have heard very 
little : I have only once been to London. But our 
organist at St Peter’s is a good musician, and I go 
on studying with him.” 

Tell me what you saw in London.” 

“Very little.” (A more naive girl would have 
said, ^'Oh, everything!” But Rosamond knew 
better.) “ A few of the ordinary sights, Bmh as raw 
country girls are always taken to.” 
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“Do yon call yonrw'lf a raw country girl ? ” said 
Lydgato, looking at her with an involuntary empha- 
sis of admiration, whitdi made Rosamond blush with 
ploasnrc. But she remained simjily sorions, turned 
her long nec^k a litth', and put up Inn- luind to touch 
her wondrous hair-plaits — an habitual gesture! with 
hor as jeretty as any movements of a kitten’s paw. 
Not that Rosamond was in the least like a kitten : 
she was a sylph caught young and (‘ducated at Mrs 
Lein Oil’s. 

“ I assure you my mind is raw,” she said immedi- 
atoly ; “ 1 jjass at Middlemarch. T am not afpiid of 
talking to our old neighbours. Rut I jun really 
afraid of you.” 

“An acoomplished woman almost always knows 
more than wo mesn, though her knowledge is of a 
different sort. I am sure you could ttuudi mo a 
thousand things — as an (sxiiuisito bird cmdd teach a 
boar if there were any (iommon language betweiiu 
them. Hapi)ily, there is a common language l)o- 
tween women and men, and so tho bears can got 
taught.” 

“Ah, there is Fred beginning to stnim 1 I must 
go and hinder him from jarring all your nerves,” 
said Rosamond, moving to tho^ other side of tho 
room, whore Fred liaving opened tho piano, at his 
father’s desire, that Rosamond might give them 
some music, was parenthetically performing “ Cherry 
Ripe ! ” with one hand. Able men who have passed 
their examinations will do these things sometimes, 
not less than tho plucked Fred. 

“ i red, pray defer your practising till to-morrow ; 
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yon will make Mr Lydgate ill/' said Eosamond. 
^^He has an ear.” 

Fred laughed, and went on with liis tune to the 
end. 

Eosamond turned to Lydgate, smiling gently, and 
said, “You perceive, the bears will not always be 
taught.” 

“Now then, Eosyl” said Fred, springing from 
the stool and twisting it upward for her, with a 
hearty expectation of enjoyment. “ Some good 
rousing tunes first.” 

Eo^mond played admirably. Her master at Mrs 
Lemon’s school (close to a county town with a memor- 
able history that had its relics in church and castle) 
was one of those excellent musicians here and there 
to be found in our provinces, worthy t(T» compare 
with many a noted Kapellmeister in a country 
which offers more plexxtiful conditions of musical 
celebrity. Eosamond, witli the executant’s instinct, 
had seized his manner of playing, and gave forth 
his large rendering of noble music with tlie precision 
of an eolio. It was almost startling, heard for the 
first time. A hidden soul seemed to be flowing 
forth from Eosamond’s fingers ; and so indeed it 
was, since souls liv^ on in pcipetual echoes, and 
to all fine expression there goes somewhere an 
originating activity, if it be only that of an inter- 
preter. Lydgate was taken possession of, and began 
to believe in her as something exceptional After 
all, he thought, one need not be surjunHcd to find 
the rare conjunctions of nature under circumstances 
apparently unfa,vourabl© : come wlore they may, 
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they always depend on conditions that are not 
ohvioxiH. Ho sat looking at her, and did not rise 
to pay her any complimenls, leaving that to others, 
now that his admiration was deopeinsd. ’ 

Her singing was less remarkable, htit also well 
trained, and sweet to hear as a chimo perfectly in 
time. It is true she sang “Meet me by moon- 
light,” and “I've been roaming;” for mortals must 
share the fashions of their time, and none but the 
ancients can be always classical. But Kosamond 
could also sing “ Black-eyed Susan ” with effect, or 
Haydn’s canzonets, or “ Voi, che sapoto,” or “-Batti 
batti ’’—she only wanted to know what her audience 
likod. 

Her father looked round at the c.om])any, delight- 
ing in tkeir admiration. Her motlier sat, like a 
Hiobo before her troubles, with her youngest little 
girl on her lap, softly beating the ciuld’s liand up 
and down in time to the music. And Fred, notwith- 
standing his general scepticism about liosy, listened 
to her music with perfect allogianoo, wishing ho 
could do the same thing on his llutc. It was the 
pleasantest family party that Lydgate had soon 
since ho came to Middlemaroh. The Vinoys had 
the readiness to enjoy, the rejefition of all anxiety, 
and tlio belief in Bfe as a merry lot, which made 
a house exceptional in most county towns at tliat 
time, when Evangelicalism had cast a certain sus- 
picion as of plaguorinfection over the fow amuse- 
ments which survived in the provinces. At the 
Vincys’ there was alwa;;rs whist, and the card-tables 
stood ready now, making some of the company 
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secretly impatient of the mnsio. Before it ceased 
Mr Farebrother came in — a bandsome, broad-cbested 
bnt otherwise small man, about forty, whose black 
was very threadbare : the brilliancy was all in his 
quick grey eyes. He came like a pleasant change 
in the light, arresting little Lonisa with fatherly 
nonsense as she was being led ont of the room by 
Miss Morgan, greeting everybody with some special 
word, and seeming to condense more talk into ten 
minutes than had been held all throngh the evening! 
He claimed from Lydgate the fulfilment of a promise 
to c^e and see him. “ I can^t let yon off, yon know, 
becanse I have some beetles to show yon. We col- 
lectors feel an interest in every new man till he has 
seen all we . have to show him.” 

Bnt soon he swerved to the whist-taUe, rubbing 
his hands and saying, “ Come now, let ns be serious ! 
Mr Lydgate? not play? Ah! yon are too young 
and light for this kind of thing.” 

Lydgate said to himself that the clergyman whose 
abilities were so painful to Mr Bulstrode, appeared 
to have found an agreeable resort in this certainly 
not erudite household. He could half understand 
it : the good-humour, the good looks of elder and 
younger, and the^ provision for passing the time 
without any labour of intelligencej might make the 
house beguiling to people who had no particular use 
for their odd hours. 

Everything looked blooming and joyous except 
Miss Morgan, who was brown, dull, and resigned, 
and altogether, as Mrs Viricy often said, just the 
sort of person for a governess. Lydgate did not 
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mean to pay many such visits himself. They were 
a wretched waste of the ovmiiiifrs ; and now, when 
he had talked a little more to IhwaniDnd, ho meant 

to exonse liiEiself and go. 

“Yon will not like us at Middlemarch, I feel 
sure,” she said, when the whist-players were settled. 
“We are very stupid, and you have been used to 
something quite different.” 

I suppose all country towns are pretty much 
alike, said Lydgate. “ But I have noticed that 
one always believes one’s own town to bo more 
stupid than any other. I have niad(> iip my ijiind 
to take Middlemarch as it comes, and shall he much 
obliged if tlie town will take mo in the same way. 
I have certainly fotind some charms in it which are 
much greater than I had expected." 

“ You mean the rides towards Tipton and lowick ; 
every one is pleased with those,” said Kosaim.nd’ 
with simplicity. ’ 

“No, I mean something much nearer to me.” 
Eosamond rose and reached her nutting, and then 
said, “Do you care about dancing at all? I am not 
quite sure whether clever men ever dancM^” 

“I would dance with you if you would allow me.” 

“ Oh I ” said Eosamond, with a^slight deprecatory 
laugh. “I was only going to say that wo some- 
times have dancing, and I wanted to know whether 
you would feel insulted if you were asked to come.” 

“ Not on the condition I mentioiutd.” 

After this chat Lydgate thought that ho was 
gomg, but on moving towards the whist-taldes, ho 
got interested in watching Mr Farel.rother’s play, 



BOOK 11. OLD AND YOTTNO. 


247 


•wMcIl was masterly, and also his £ace, which was a 
striking mixture of the shrewd and the mild. At 
ten o’clock supper was brought in (such were the 
customs of Kiddlemarch), and there was punch- 
drinking ; but Mr Farebrother had only a glass of 
water. He was winning, but there seemed to be 
no reason why the renewal of rubbers should end, 
and Lydgate at last took his leave. 

But as it was not eleven o’clock, he chose to walk 
in the brisk air towards the tower of St Botolph s, Mr 
Farebrother’ s church, which stood out dark, square, 
and passive against the starlight. It was the old- 
est church in Middlemarch 5 the living, however, was 
but a vicarage worth barely four hundred a -year. 
Lydgate had heard that, and he wondered now 
whether Mr Farebrother cared about thegnoney he 
won at cards 5 thinking, “ He seems a very pleasant 
fellow, but Bulstrode may have his good reasons.” 
Many things would be easier to Lydgate if it should 
turn out that Mr Bulstrode was generally justifiable. 
“ What is his religious doctrine to me, if he carries 
some good notions along with it? One must use 
such brains as are to be found.” 

These were actually Lydgate’s first meditations 
as he walked away fi:om Mir Yincy’s, and on this 
ground I fear that many ladies will consider him 
hardly worthy of their attention. He thought of 
Bosamond and her music only in the second place 5 
and though, when her turn came, he dwelt on the 
image of her for the rest of his walk, he felt no 
agitation, and had no sense that any new current 
had set into his hfe. He could not marry yet ; he 
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wished not to marry for several years; and there- 
fore he was not ready to entertain the notion of 
being in love with a girl whom ho happened to 
admire. He did admire Rosamond exceedingly; 
but that madness which had once beset him about 
Laure was not, he thought, likely to recur in rela- 
tion to any other woman. Certainly, if falling in 
love had been at all in question, it would have been 
quite safe with a creature like this Miss Vincy, who 
had just the kind of intelligence one would de- 
sire in a woman— polisluid, refined, docile, lending 
itself to finish im all the delicacies of life, and en- 
shrined in a body which expressed this with a force 
of demonstration that excluded tire need for other 
evidence. Lydgate felt sure that if over Im married, 
his wife #vould have that feminine radiance, that 
distinctive womanhood which must be classed with 
flowers and music, that sort of beauty which, by its 
very nature was virtuous, being motddcd only for 
pure and delicate joys. 

But since he did not mean to marry for the next 
five years — his more pressing busincHs was to look 
into Louis^ new book on Fever, which he was 
specially interested in, because ho had known 
Louis in Paris, and had followed many anatomical 
demonstrations in order to ascertain the sjxicific 
differences of typhus and typhoid, llx^ went homo 
and read far into the smallest hour, l)ringing a much 
more testing vision of details and relations into this 
pathological study than he had ever thought it neces- 
sary to apply to the complexities of love and mar- 
riage, these being subjects on which ho felt Inmself 


r 



BOOK II. OLD AND YOUNG. 


249 


amply informed by literatnre, and that traditional 
•wisdom which is handed down in the genial conver- 
sation of men. Whereas Fever had obscure con- 
ditions, and gave him that delightful labour of the 
imagination which is not mere arbitrariness, but the 
exercise of disciplined power—- combining and com 
structing with the clearest eye for probabilities and 
the fullest obedience to knowledge ; and then, in 
yet more energetic alliance with impartial Nature, 
standing aloof to invent tests by which to try its 
own work. > 

Mafiy men have been praised as vividly imagina^ 
tive on the strength of their profuseness in indif- 
ferent drawing or cheap narration : — reports of very 
poor talk going on in distant orbs ; or portraits of 
Lucifer coming down on his bad errands cas a larg^ 
ugly man with bat^s wings and spurts of phosphor- 
escence ; or exaggerations of wantonness that seem 
to reflect life in a diseased dream. But these kinds 
of inspiration Lydgate regarded as rather vulgar 
and vinous compared with the imagination that 
reveals subtle actions inaccessible by any sort of 
lens, but tracked in that outer darkness through 
long pathways of necessary sequence by the in- 
ward light which the last refinement of Energy, 
capable of bathing even the ethereal atoms in its 
ideally illuminated space. He for his part had 
tossed away all cheap inventions where ignorance 
finds itself able and at ease: ho was enamoured of 
that arduous invention which is the very eye of 
research, provisionally frai^ing its object and cor- 
recting it to more and more exactness of relation ; 

m 
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he wanted to pierce the obscurity of those minute 
processes which prepare human misery and joy 
those invisible thoroughfares which are the first 
lurking-places of anguish, mania, and crime, that 
dehoate poise and transition which determine tlie 
growth of happy or unhappy consciousness. 

As he threw down his book, stretched his logs 
towards the embers in the grate, and clasped his 
hands at the back of his head, in that agreeable 
afterglow of excitement when thought lapses from 
examination of a specific object into a suffnsivo 
sense of its connections with all the rest (tf our 
existence— seems, as it were, to throw itself on its 
back after vigorous swimming and lloat with the 
repose of unexhausted strength — Lydgate fi.dt a 
triumphamt delight in his studies, and something 
like pity for those less lucky men who were not of 
his profession. 

“If I had not taken that turn when I wfm a lad,” 
he thought, “I might have got into some stupid 
draught-horse work or other, and liv(Hl always in 
blinkers. I should never liave been hfipjjy in any 
profession that did not call forth the higlmst intel- 
lectual strain, and yet keep me in good wann con- 
tact with my neighbours. Tl^cro is nothing like 
the medical profession for that: one can have tlio 
exclusive scientific life that touches the distance 
and befriend the old fogies in tire parish too. It is 
rather harder for a clergyman; Farebrothor seems 
to be an anomalj.^^ 

This last thought brought back the Vincys and 
all the pictures of the evening. They floated in his 
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mind agreeably enough, and as he took up his bed- 
candle his lips were curled with that incipient smile 
which is apt to accompany agreeable recollections. 
He was an ardent fellow, but at present his ardour 
was absorbed in love of his work and in the am- 
bition of making his life recognised as a factor in 
the better life of mankind — like other heroes of 
science who had nothing but an obscure country 
practice to begin with. 

Poor Lydgate ! or shall I say, Poor Eosamond I 
Each lived in a world of which the other knew 
nothing. It had not occurred to Lydgate that he 
had been a subject of eager meditation to Eosamond, 
who had neither any reason for throwing her mar- 
riage into distant perspective, nor any pathological 
studies to divert her mind from that ruminating 
habit, that inward repetition of looks, words, and 
phrases, which makes a large part in the lives of 
most girls. He had not meaxxt to look at her or 
speak to her with more than the inevitable amount 
of admiration and comj)limcnt which a man must 
give to a beautiful girl; indeed, it seemed to him 
that his enjoyment of her music had remained almost 
silent, for he feared falling into the rudeness of tell- 
ing her his great sui^xiise at her possession of such 
accomplishment. But Eosamond had registered 
every look and word, and estimated them as the 
opening incidents of a preconceived romance— in- 
cidents which gather value from the foreseen de- 
velopment and climax. In Eosamond^s romance it 
was not necessary to imaging much about the in- 
ward life of the hero, or of his serious business in 
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the world : of course, he Imd a profession and was 
clover, as well as sufficiently handsoine ; but the 
piquant fact about Lydgate was his good birth 
which distinguished him from all Middlernarch ad- 
mirers, and presented marriage (us a prospect of 
rising in rank and getting a litth^ nearer to that 
celestial condition on earth in whhdi she would have 
nothing to do with vulgar p(M)ple, and perhaps at 
last associate with relatives (piito (‘(inal to the 
county people who looked down on the Middle- 
marchers. It was part of Rosamond’s clovenioss 
to discern very subtly the faintest aroma of rank, 
and once when she had seen the Miss Brookes 
aceonq.anying their undo at the (tonnty assizes, 
and seated among the aristocracy, slio hiid envied 
them, notwithstanding their plain dress. 

If you think it incredible that to imagine Lydgtito 
as a man of family could cause thrills of satisfaction 
which had anything to do with the mma that she 
was in love with him, I will ask you to use your 
power of compurisou a little more cfreetivtdy, and 
consider whether red doth and epaulets have never 
had an influence of that sort. Our passions do not 
live apart in looked chambers, but, dn^ssed in their 
small wardrobe of notions, bring tlwur provisions to 
a common table and mess togotlw-r, fcHsling out of 
the common store according to tlutir appetihu 

Rosamond, in feet, was entirely (xsoupied not 
exactly with Tertius Lydgate as he was in himself, 
but with his relation to her ; and it was excusable 
in a girl who was aociistomed to hear that all young 
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men might, could, would be, or actually were in 
love with her, to believe at once that Lydgate could 
be no exception. His looks and words meant more 
to her than other men^s, because she cared more for 
them : she thought of them diligently, and dili- 
gently attended to that, perfection of appearance, 
behaviour, sentiments, and all other elegancies, 
which would find in Lydgate a more adequate ad- 
mirei\than she had yet been conscious of. 

For Eosamond, though she would never do any- 
thing that was disagreeable to her, was industrious ; 
and n«^w more than ever she was active in sketching 
her landscapes and market -carts and portraits of 
friends, in practising her music, and in being firom 
morning till night her own standard of a perfect 
lady, having always an audience in her «iwn con- 
sciousness, with sometimes the not unwelcome ad- 
dition of a more variable external audience in the 
numerous visitors of the house. She found time 
also to read the best novels, and even the second 
best, and she knew much poetry by heart. Her 
favourite poem was ^ LaUa Eookh.^ 

The best girl in the world ! He will be a happy 
fellow who gets her ! ” was the sentiment of the 
elderly gentlemen who visited the Yincys ; and the 
rejected young men thought of trying again, as k 
the fashion in country towns where the horizon is 
not thick with coming rivals. But Mrs Blymdale 
thought that Eosamond had been educated to a 
ridiculous pitch, for what was the use of accom- 
plishments which would be-all laid aside as soon 
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as she was married? While her aunt Bulstrode^ 
who had a sisterly faithfulness towards her brother’s 
family, had two sincere wishes for Eosamond- — ^that 
she might show a more serious turn of mind, and 
that she might meet with a husband whose wealth 
corresponded to her habits. 


# 
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CHAPTEE XVII. 

The clerkly person smiled and said, 

Promise was a pretty maid, 

But being poor she died unwed. 

Tke Eey. Camden Farebrother, whom Lydgate -went 
to see the next evening, lived in an old parsonage, 
built of stone, venerable enough to match tl^e church 
which it looked out upon. All the furniture too in 
the house was old, but with another grade of age 
that of Mr Farebrother’s fether and grandfather. 
There were painted white chairs, with gilding and 
wreaths on them, and some lingering red silk dam- 
ask with slits in it. There were engraved portraits 
of Lord Chancellors and other celebrated lawyers of 
the last century; and there were old pier-glasses to 
reflect them, as well as the little satin-wood tables 
and the sofas resembling a prolongation of uneasy 
chairs, all standing in relief against the dark wain- 
scot. This was the physiognomy of the drawing- 
room into which Lydgate was shown ; and there 
were three ladies to receive him, who were also 
old-fashioned, and of a faded but genuine respecta- 
bility; Mrs Farebrother, the ViOar’s white-haired 
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mother, befrilled and kerchiefed with dainty cleanli- 
ness, upright, qnick-eyed, and still under seventy; 
Miss Noble, her sister, a tiny old lady of meeker 
aspect, with frills and kerchief decidedly more worn 
and mended ; and Miss Winifred Farebrother, the 
Vicar^s elder sister, well-looking like himself, but 
nipped and subdued as single women are apt to be 
who spend their lives in nninterrapted subjection 
to their elders, Lydgate had not expected to see 
so quaint a group ; knowing simply that Mr Fare- 
brother was a bachelor, he had thought of being 
ushered into a snuggery where the chief furniture 
would probably be books and collections of natural 
objects. The Vicar himself seemed to wear rather 
a changed aspect, as most men do when acquaint- 
ancos „m|,de elsewhere see them for the first time 
in their own homes ; some indeed showing like an 
actor of genial parts disadvantagcously cast for the 
curmudgeon in a new pieoew This was not the case 
with Mr Farebrother : he seemed a trifle milder and 
more silent, the chief talker being his mothmr, while 
ho only put in a good-humoured moderating remark 
here and there. The old lady was evidently accus- 
tomed to teU her company what they ought to think, 
and to regard no subject as quite safe without her 
steering. She was afforded leisure for this fonction 
by liaving all her little wants attended to by Miss 
Winifred Meanwhile tiny Miss Noble c«ried on 
her arm a small basket, into which she diverted 
a bit of sugar, which she had first dropped in her 
saucer as if by mistake ; looking round furtively 
afterwards, and reverting to her tea - cup witih a 
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small innocent noise as of a tiny timid quadruped. 
Pray think no ill of Miss Noble. That basket held 
small savings from her more portable food, destined 
for the children of her poor friends among whom she 
trotted on fine mornings ; fostering and petting all 
needy creatures being so spontaneous a delight to 
her, that she regarded it much as if it had been a 
pleasant vice that she was addicted to. Perhaps 
she was oonscious of being tempted to steal from 
those who had much that she might give to those 
who had nothing, and oarried in her conscience the 
guilt 4)f that repressed desire. One must be poor 
to know the luxury of giving I 

Mrs Parebrother welcomed the guest with a lively 
formality and precision. She presently informed 
him that they were not often in want of madical aid 
in that house. She had brought up her children to 
wear flannel and not to over-eat themselves, which 
last habit she considered the chief reason why 
people needed doctors. Lydgate pleaded for those 
whose fathers and mothers had over- eaten them- 
selves, but Mrs Farebrother held that view of things 
dangerous: Nature was more just than that; it 
would be easy for any felon to say that his ancestors 
ought to have been ^jjanged instead of him. If those 
who had bad fathers and mothers were bad them- 
selves, they were hanged for that. There was no 
need to go back on what you couldnT see. 

My mother is like old G-eorge the Third,” said 
the Yicar, “ she objects to metaphysics.” 

^ 1 object to what is wrongs Camden. I say, keep 
hold of a few plain truths, and make • everything 
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square with them. When I was young, Mr Lydgate, 
there never was any question about right and wrong. 
We knew our catechism, and that was enough ; we 
learned our creed and our duty. Every roBpectable 
Church person had the same opinions. Ihit now, if 
you speak out of the Prayer-book itself, you are 
liable to be contradicted.'^ 

^^That makes rather a pleasant time of it for 
tliose who like to maintain their own point," said 
Lydgate. 

‘‘But my mother always gives way," said tlio 
Vicar, slyly, ^ 

“No, no, Camden, you must not lead Mr I^ydgato 
into a mistake about me, I shall never sliow that 
disroispcct to my parexits, to give up what they 
taught me. Any one may boo what comes of 
turning. If you change once, why not twcmty 
times ? " 

“A man might seo good argnm(‘iits for (dianging 
once, and not seo them for changing again," said 
Lydgate, amused with the decisive ol<l lady. 

“Excuse me there. If you go upon argumtnits, 
they are never wanting, when a man has no con- 
stancy of mind. My father never changed, and Iks 
preached plain moral sermons without arguirusntH, 
and was a good man — few better. Wlmn you get 
mo a good man made out of arguments, I will get 
you a good dinner with reading yoti tlie cookery- 
book. That's my opinion, and I think anylxxly's 
stomach will boar me out" 

“About the dinner ^certainly, motlier,” said Mr 
Farebrother. 
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“ It is the same thing, the dinner or the man. I 
am nearly seventy, Mr Lydgate, and I go upon 
experience. I am not likely to follow new lights, 
though there are plenty of them here as elsewhcro. 
I say, they came in with the mixed stuffs that will 
neither wash nor wear. It was not so in my youth : 
a Clmrchman was a Clmrchman, and a clergyman, 
you might be pretty sure, was a gentleman, if 
nothing else. But now he may be no better than a 
Dissenter, and want to push aside my son on pre- 
tence of doctrine. But whoever may wish to push 
him aside, I am proud to say, Mr Lydgate, that he 
will compare with any preacher in this kingdom, not 
to speak of this town, which is but a low standard 
to go by ; at least, to my thinking, for I was born 
and bred at Exeter.” ^ 

“A mother is never partial,” said Mr Farebrother, 
smiling. What do you think Tyke’s mother says 
about him ? ” 

Ah, poor creature ! what indeed ? ” said Mrs 
Farebrotlicr, her sharpness blunted for the moment 
by her confidence in maternal judgments. “She 
says the truth to herself, depend upon it.” 

And what is the truth ? ” said Lydgate. “ I am 
curious to know.” 

“Oh, nothing bacl at all,” said Mr Farebrother. 
“ He is a zealous fellow : not very learned, and not 
very wise, I think — because I don’t agree with him.” 

“ Why, Camden ! ” said Miss Winifred, “ Griffin 
and his wife told me only to-day, that Mr Tyke 
said they should have no more coals if they came 
to hoar you preach.” 
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Mrs Farebrotlier laid down her knitting, which 
she had resumed after her small allowance of tea 
and toast, and looked at her son as if to say “ You 
hear that?” Miss Noble said, “Oh, poor things! 
poor things ! ” in reference, probably, to the double 
loss of preaching and coal. But the Vicar answered 
quietly — 

“That is because they are not my parishioners. 
And I don't think my sermons are worth a load of 
coals to them.” 

“Mr Lydgate,” said Mrs Farebrother, wlio could 
not let this pass, “ you don’t know my soq ; ho 
always undervalues himself. I toll him ho is under- 
valuing the God who made him, and made him a 
most Gxcellont preacher.” 

“That^must be a hint for mo to take Mr Lydgato 
away to my study, mother,” said the Vicar, laugh- 
ing. “ I promised to show you my collection,” ho 
added, turning to Lydgato ; “ shall wo go ?" 

All three ladies remonstrated. Mr Xjydgato ought 
not to be hurried away without being allowed to 
accept another cup of tea : Miss Winifred had abund- 
ance of good tea in the pot. Why was Camden in 
such haste to take a visitor to his den ? There was 
nothing but pickled vermin, and drawers full of blue- 
bottles and moths, with no carpet on the floor. Mr 
Lydgate must excuse it. A game at oribbago would 
be far better. In short, it was plain that a vicar 
might be adored by his womankind as the king of 
men and preachers, and yet bo hold by them to 
stand in much need of their direction. Lydgato, 
with the usual shallowness of a young bachelor, 
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wondered that Mr Farebrother had not taught them 
better. 

mother is not used to my having visitors 
who can take any interest in my hobbies,” said the 
Vicar, as he opened the door of his study, which 
was indeed’ as bare of luxuries for the body as the 
ladies had implied, unless a short porcelain pipe and 
a tobacco-box were to be excepted. 

Men of your profession don’t generally smoke,” 
he said. Lydgate smiled and shook his head. “ E'er 
of mine either, properly, I suppose. You will hear 
thatapipe alleged against me by Bulstrode and Com- 
pany. They don’t know how pleased the devil would 
be if I gave it up.” 

I understand. You are of an ^excitable temper 
and want a sedative. I am heavier, and Should get 
idle with it. I should rush into idleness, and stag- 
nate there with all my might.” 

And you mean to give it all to your work. I 
am some ten or twelve years older than you, and 
have come to a compromise. I feed a weakness 
or two lest they should get clamorous. See,” 
continued the Vicar, opening several small drawers, 
fancy I have made an exhaustive study of the 
entomology of thtii district. I am going on both 
with the fauna and flora ; but I have at least done 
my insects welL We are singularly rich in orthop- 
tera: I don’t know whether — Ah! you have got 
hold of that glass jar — you are looking into that 
instead of my drawers. You don’t really care about 
these things ? ” 

“Not by the side of this lovely anencephalou^ 



262 


MIDDLBMARCH. 


monster. I have never had time to give myself 
much to natural history. I was early bitten with 
• an interest in structure, and it is wliat lies most 
directly in my profession. I have no hobby besides. 
I have the sea to swim in there.” 

“Ah I you are a happy follow,” said Mr Fare- 
brother, turning on his heel and beginning to fill 
his pipe. “You don’t know what it is to want 
spiritual tobacco — bad emendations of old texts, or 
small items about a variety of Aphis Brassicm, with 
the well-known signature of Philomicron, for the 
‘ Twaddler’s Magazine ; ’ or a learned treatise on 
the entomology of the Pentateuch, including all the 
insects not mentioned, but probably mot with by 
the Israelites in their passage througli the desert ; 
with a nfonograph on the Ant, as treated by Bolo- 
mon, showing the harmony of the Book of Proverbs 
with the results of modem research. You don’t mind 
my fumigating you ? ” 

Lydgate was more smiu-ised at the openness of 

this talk than at its implied nuianing that the 

Vicar felt himself not altogetlrer in the right voca- 
tion. The neat fitting-up of drawers and shelves, 
and the bookcase filled with expensive illustrated 
books on Natural History, made»him tliink again of 
the winnings at cards and their destination. But 
ho was beginning to wish that the very best con- 
struction of everything that Mr ParebrotliGr did 
should be the true one. Tlie Vicar’s frankness 
seemed not of the repulsive sort that comes from 
an uneasy consciousness seeking to forestall the 
judgment of others, but simply the relief, of a desire 
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to do with as little loretence as possible. Apparently 
be was not witbont a sense that bis freedom of speecli 
might seem premature, for be presently said — 

I have not yet told you that I have the advan- 
tage of you, Mr Lydgate, and know you better than 
you know me. You remember Trawley who shared 
your apartment at Paris for some time ? I was a 
correspondent of bis, and be told me a good deal 
about you. I was not quite sure when you first 
came that you were the same man. I was very glad 
when I found that you were. Only I don’t forget 
that^ou have not bad the like prologue about me.” 

Lydgate divined some delicacy of feeling here, 
but did not half understand it. ''By the way,” be 
said, "what has become of Trawley? I have quite 
lost sight of him. He was hot on the Frgnch social 
systems, and talked of going to the Backwoods to 
found a sort of Pythagorean community. Is he 
gone ? ” 

^^Not at all. He is practising at a German bath, 
and has married a rich patient.” 

Then my notions wear the best, so far,” said 
Lydgate, with a short scornful laugh. " He would 
have it, the medical profession was an inevitable 
system of humbug. I said, the fault was in the 
— men who truckle to lies and folly. Instead 
of preaching against humbug outside the walls, it 
might be better to set up a disinfecting apparatus 
within. In short— I am reporting my own con- 
versation — you may be sure I had all the good 
sense on my side.” 

" Your scheme is a good" deal more difficult to 
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carry out than the Pythagorean community, though. 
You have not only got the old Adam in yourself 
against you, but 'you have got all those descendants 
of the original Adam who form the society around 
you. You see, I have paid twelve or thirteen years 
more than you for my knowledge of difficiilties. 
But” — Mr Parebrothor broke off a moment, and 
then added, “yon are eyeing tliat glass vase again. 
Do you want to make an exchange ? You shali not 
have it without a fair barter.” 

“I have some sea-mice — fine specimens — in spirits. 

And I will throw in Robert Brown’s now thjng 

‘Microscopic Observations on tlio Pollen of Plants’ 
—if you don’t happen to have it already.” 

“Why, seeing how you long for the monster, I 
might ast a higher price. Suppose I ask you to 
look through my drawers and agree with mo about 
all my new species?” The Vicar, while ho bdkod 
in this way, alternately moved al)out with his pipe 
in his mouth, and returned to hang rather fondly 
over his drawers. “ That would bo good discipline, 
you know, for a young doctor who has to please his 
patients in Middlemarch. You must learn to bo 
bored, remember. Kow(!vor, you shall have tlie 
monster on your own terms,’' 

“ Don’t you think men overrate the necessity for 
humouring everybody’s nonsense, till they get des- 
pised by the very fools they humour?” said Lydgate, 
moving to Mr Parebrother’s side, and looking rather 
absently at the insects ranged in fine gradation. 
With names subscribed in exquisite writing. The 
shortest way is to m’aRe your value felt, so that 
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people must put up with yon whether yon flatter 
them or not.’’ 

With all my heart. Bnt then yon mnst be snre 
of having the valne, and yon mnst keep yonrself 
independent. Yery few men can do that. Either 
yon slip out of service altogether, and become good 
for nothing, or yon wear the harness and draw a 
good deal where yonr yoke-fellows pnll yon. Bnt 
do look at these delicate orthoptera ! ” 

Lydgate had after all to give some scrntiny to 
each drawer, the Yicar langhing at himself, and yet 
persisjjing in the exhibition. ./ 

Apropos of what yon said abont wearing har- 
ness,” Lydgate began, after they had sat down, 

I made np my mind some time ago to do with 
as little of it as possible. That was whyi I deter- 
mined not to try anything in London, for a good 
many years at least. I didn’t like what I saw when 
I was stndying there — so mnch empty bigwiggism, 
and obstrnctive trickery. In the conntry, people 
have less pretension to knowledge, and are less of 
companions, bnt for that reason they affect one’s 
amour-projpre less : one makes less bad blood, and 
can follow one’s own conrse more qnietly.” 

Yes— well — ^yon have got a good start ; yon are 
in the right profession, the work yon feel yonrself 
most flit for. Some people miss that, and repent too 
late. Bnt yon mnst not be too snre of keeping yonr 
independence.” 

“Yon mean of family ties?” said Lydgate, con- 
ceiving that these might press rather tightly on 
Mr Earebrother. ■ 
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altogether. Of coiirBo they make many 
things more difficnlt. But a good wife — a good 
unworldly woman — may really help a man, and 
keep him more independeiit. Thert^’s a parislnoner 
of mine-— a fine follow, bnt wdio wonld luirdly have 
pulled through as ho has done without his wife. 
Do you know the Garths ? I think they were not 
Peacock’s patients.” 

“ N't) ; but there is a Miss Garth at old Feather- 
stone’s, at Lowick.” 

“ Their daughter ; an excellent girl.” 

“ She is Tory quiet — I liavo hardly 3i*:Oticed 
her.” 

She has taken notice of you, tliough, depend 
upon it.” 

I dtm’t understand,” said Lydgate ; ho could 
hardly say Of course.” 

“Oh, she gauges tw cry body. I pn^ijartnl her for 
confirmation — sbe is a favourite of mine.” 

Mr Farebrothor puffed a few moments in silence, 
Lydgate not caring to know more al)out the Garths. 
At last the Vicar laid down his pipe, stretched out 
his legs, and turned his bright eyes with a smile 
towards Lydgate, saying — 

“But wo Middlemarchars ar^not so tame as yoti 
take us to be. Wo have our ititrlgnt^s and our 
parties. I am a party man, for example, and Bul- 
strodo is another. If you vote for me you will 
offend Bulstrode.” 

^'^What is there against Bulstrode?” said I^ydgate, 
emphatically. 

“ I did not say there was anything against him 
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except that. If jou vote against him yon will 
make him yonr enemy.” 

I don’t know that I need mind about that/’ said 
Lydgate, rather proudly ; “ but he seems to have 
good ideas about hospitals, and he spends large 
sums on useful public objects. He might help me 
a good deal in carrying out my ideas. As to his 
religious notions — why, as Yoltaire said, incantations 
will destroy a flock of sheep if administered with a 
certain qiiantity of arsenic. I look for the man who 
wiU bring the arsenic, and don’t mind about his 
incax^tions.” 

“Very good. But then you must not offend your 
arsenic-man. You will not ojOfend me, you know,” 
said Mr Farebrother, quite unaffectedly. don’t 
translate my own convenience into others people’s 
duties. I am opposed to Bulstrode in many ways. 
I don’t like the set he belongs to : they are a narrow 
ignorant set, and do more to make their neighbours 
uncomfortable than to make them better. Their 
system is a sort of worldly -spiritual cliqueism : they 
really look on the rest of mankind as a doomed 
carcass which is to nourish them for heaven. But,” 
he added, smilingly, I don’t say that Bulstrode’ s 
new hospital is a l^d thing ; and as to his wanting 
to oust me from the old one — why, if he thinks me 
a mischievous fellow, he is only returning a compli- 
ment. And I am not a model clergyman — only a 
decent makeshift.” 

Lydgate was not at all sure that the Vicar ma- 
ligned himself. A model clergyman, like a model 
doctor, ought to think his own profession the finest 
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in tlie world, and take all knowledge as mere nour- 
ishment to his moral pathology and 11u‘rMj)<>utics. 
He only said, ^ What reason does Bulstrode give 
for superseding you?’' 

“ That I don't teach his opinions — which lu.) calls 
spiritual religion j and that I have no time to spare. 
Both statements are true. But then I could make 
time, and I should bo glad of the forty pounds. 
That is the plain fact of the case. But let us dis- 
miss it. I only wanted to toll you that if you vote 
for your arsenic-man, yon are not to cnit mo in con- 
sequence. I can't spare you. You are a ^ort of 
circumnavigator come to settle among us, ami will 
keep up my belief in the antipodt^s. Now tell me 
all about them in Paris.” 



CHAPTEK XYIII 


“ Oh, sir, the loftiest hopes on earth - 
Draw lots with meaner hopes : heroic breasts, 

Breathing "bad air, run risk of pestilence ; 
m Or, lacking lime-juice when they cross the Lin^ 

May languish with the scurvy.” 

Some weeks passed after this conversation before 
the question of the chaplaincy gathered ^y poe- 
tical import for Lydgate, ana without telling him- 
self the reason, he deferred the predetermination on 
which side h© should give his vote. It would really 
have been a matter of total indifference to him — ^that 
is to say, he would have taken the more convenient 
side, and given his vote for the appointment of Tyke 
without any hesitation — ^if he had not cared person- 
ally for Mr Farebroiher. 

But his liking for the Yicar of St Botolph s grew 
with growing acquamtanceship. That, entering into 
Lydgate’s position as a new-comer who had his own 
professional objects to secure, Mr Farebrother shouM 
have taken pains rather to warn off than to obtain 
his interest, showed an unusual delicacy and gene- 
rosity, which Lydgate’s nature was keenly alive to. 
It went along with other points of conduct in Mr 
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Farebrother wliioli wore exceptionally fmo, and made 
his character resemble those soutliorn landscapes 
which seem divided between nattiral grandeur and 
social slovenliness. Very few men conld have been 
as filial and chivalrous as he was to the mother, 
aunt, and sister, whose dependenoo on him Iiad in 
many ways shaped his life rather uneasily for him- 
self ; few men who feel the presstire of small needs 
are so nobly resolute not to dross tip tlnur inevit- 
ably self-interested desires in a pretext of better 
motives. In these matters he was conscioiis tliat 
his life would bear the closest scrutiny; an^ per- 
haps the oonsciousnoBS (encouraged a little defiance 
towards the critical strictness of persons whose 
celestial intimacies seemed not to improve their 
domestic^manners, and whose lofty aims were not 
needed to account for their actions. Then, his 
preaching was ingenious and pithy, like the preach- 
ing of the English Church in its robust age, and 
his sermons were delivered without l)ook. People 
outside his parish went to hear him ; and, since to 
fill the church was always the most diSioult part 
of a olergymau^s function, here was another ground 
for a careless sense of superiority. Besides, lie was 
a likeable man : sw(*,ct-t(3mper(Ml, ready-witted, frank, 
without grins of suppresscul bittSmess or other con- 
versational flavours which make half of us an afflic- 
tion to our friends. Ijydgate liked hhn heartily, 
and wished for his friendship. 

With this feeling uppermost, he continued to 
waive the question of the chaplaincy, and to per- 
shade himself that it was not only no proper busi- 
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ness of hisj biit likely enough, never to vex him 
vnth a demand for his vote. Lydgate, at Mr Bnl- 
strode’s request, was la3dng down plans for the 
internal arrangements of the new hospital, and the 
two were often in consultation. The hanker was 
always presupposing that he could count in general 
on Lydgate as li coadjutor, but made no special 
recurrence to the coming decision between Tyke 
and Farebrother. When the Greneral Board of the 
Infirmary had met, however, and Lydgate had notice 
that the question of the chaplaincy was thrown on 
a couijpil of the directors and medical men, to meet 
on the following Friday, he had a vexed sense that 
he must make up his mind on this trivial Middle^ 
march business. He could not help hearing within 
hiTYi the distinct declaration that Bulsti^de was 
prime minister, and that the Tyke afiair was a 
question of office or no office 5 and he could not 
help an equally pronounced dislike to giving up the 
prospect of office. For his observation was con- 
stantly confirming Mr Farebrother’s assurance that 
the banker would not overlook opposition. “ Con- 
found iheir petty politics ! ” was one of his thoughts 
for three mornings in the meditative process of sbav- 
^b0ii he had begun to feel that he must really 
hold a court of consmence on this matter. Certainly 
there were valid things to be said against the elec- 
tion of Mr Farebrother: he had too much on his 
hands aheady, especially considering how much 
time he spent on non- clerical occupations. Then 
again it was a continually repeated shock, disturb- 
ing Lydgate’s esteem, that the Vicar should obvi-^ 
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ously play for the sake of money, liking the play 
indeed, but evidently liking some end which it served. 
Mr Farebrother contended on theory for the desir- 
ability of all games, and said that Englishmen’s wit 
was stagnant for want of them ; but Lydgate felt 
certain that he would have played very much less 
but for the money. There was a billiard-room at 
the Green Dragon, which some 'anxious mothers and 
wives regarded as the Ohief temptation in Middle- 
march. The Vicar was a first-rato billiard -player, 
and though ho did not frequent the Green Dragon, 
there were reports that he had sometimes boor), there 
in the daytime and liad won money. And as to the 
chaplaincy, he did not pretend that ho cared for 
it, except for the sake of the forty pounds. Lyd- 
gate was" no Puritan, but he did not care for play, 
and winning money at it had always seemed a mean- 
ness to him ; besides, he had an ideal of life which 
made this subservience of conduct to the gaining 
■of small sums thorougldy hateful to him. Hitherto 
in his own life his wants had been supplied witliout 
any trouble to himself, and his first impulse was 
always to be liberal with half-crowns as matters of 
no importance to a gentleman ; it had never occurred 
to him to devise a plan for getting half-crowns. He 
had always known in a general way that he was 
not rich, but ho had never felt poor, and he liad 
no power of imagining the part which the want of 
money plays in determining the actions of men. 
Money had never been a motive to him. Hence 
Im was not ready to frame excuses for tins delib- 
■btate pursuit of small gains. It was altogether 
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repulsive to him, and he never entered into any 
calculation of the ratio between the Vicar^s income 
arid Hs more or less necessary expenditure. It was 
possible that he would not have made such a cal- 
culation in his own case. 

And now, when the question of voting had come, 
this repulsive fact told .more steo^agly against Mr 
^ ar ebrother than it had done before. , One would 
know much better what to do if men’s characters 
were more consistent, and -^p^ially if one’s Mends 
'^Bre invariably fit for any function they desired to 
nuderiake I Lydgate was convinced that if there 
had been no valid objection to Mr Farebrother, he 
would have voted for him, whatever Bulstrode might 
hav^e felt on the subject : he did not intend to be a 
vassal of Bulstrode ’s. On the other hand, ihere was 
Tyke, a man entirely given to his clerical office, who 
was simply curate at a chapel of ease in St Peter’s 
parish, and had time for extra duty. Nobody had 
anything to say against Mr Tyke, except that they 
could not bear him, and suspected him of cant. 
Really, from his point of view, Bulstrode was 
thoroughly justified. 

But whichever way Lydgate began to inchne, 
there was somethings to make him wince 5 and being 
a proud man, he was a little exasperated at being 
obliged to wince. He did not like frustrating his 
own best purposes by getting on bad terms with 
Bulstrode ; he did not like voting against Fare- 
brother, and helping to deprive him of function and 
salary ; and the question occurred whether the ad- 
ditional forty pounds might not leave the Yicar 
VOL. I. S 
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free froiri that ignoble care about winning at cards. 
Moreover, Lydgate did not like the consciousness 
tliat in voting for Tyke be should be voting on the, 
side obviously convenient for himsolf. Knt would 
the end really bo bis own convenience Other 
people ^ould say so, and would allege that he was 
currying favour with Bulstrodo for the sake of mak- 
ing himself important and getting on in the world. 
What then ? He for his own i)art knew that if his 
personal prospects simply had boon concerned, he 
would not have eared a rotten nut for tlie banker's 
friendship or enmity. Wlmt be really eared for was 
a medium for his work, a veliicle for bis ideas ; and 
after all, was he not bound to prefer tlie object of 
getting a good bospitel, wliere be could demonstrate 
the speorSo distinctions of fever and test tlierapcnitio 
results, before anything else connected with tins 
chaplaincy? For the first time Lydgate was feeling 
the hampering threadlike prossure of small social 
conditions, and their frustrating <*<)mpl('xity. At 
the end of his inward debate, when be set out for 
the hospital, his hope was really in the chance tliat 
discussion might somehow give a new aspect to the 
question, and make the scale dip so as to exclude 
the necessity for voting. I thii^k he trasted a little 
also to the energy which is begotten by circum- 
stances — some feeling nisbing warmly and making 
resolve easy, while debate in cool Mood had only 
made it more difficult However it was, he did not 
distinctly say to himself on which side ho %vould 
yote ; and all the while he was inwardly resenting 
the subjection which had been forced upon Mm. It 
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would have seemed beforehand like a ridiculous 
piece of bad logic that he, with his unmixed resolu- 
tions of independence and his select purposes, would 
find himself at the very outset in the grasp of petty 
alternatives, each of which was repugnant to him. 
In his student’s chambers, he had prearranged his 
social action quite differently. 

Lydgate was late in setting out, but Dr Sprague,, 
the two other surgeons, and several of the directors 
had arrived early; Mr Bulstrode, treasurer and chair- 
man, being among those who were still absent. ’Ihe 
conversation seemed to imply that the issue was prob- 
lematical, and that a majority for Tyke was not so 
certain as had been generally supposed. The two 
physicians, for a wonder, turned out to be unani- 
mous, or rather, though of different minds, they 
concurred in action. Dr Sprague, the rugged and 
weighty, was, as every one had foreseen, an adherent 
of Mr Farebrother. The Doctor was more than sus- 
pected of having no religion, but somehow Middle- 
march tolerated this deficiency in him as if he had 
been a Lord Chancellor ; indeed it is probable that 
his professional weight was the more believed in, 
the world-old association of cleverness with the evil 
principle being stiU, potent in the minds even of 
lady-patients who had the strictest ideas of frilling 
and sentiment. It was perhaps this negation in the 
Doctor which made his neighbours call him hard- 
headed and dry-witted ; conditions of texture which 
were also held favourable to the storing of judg- 
ments connected with drugs. At all events, it is 
certain that if any medical man had come to Middle- 
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march with the reputation of having very definite 
religious views, of being given to prayer, and of 
otherwise showing an active piety, there would have 
been a general presumption against liis medical skill. 

On this ground it was (professionally speaking) 
fortunate for Dr Minchin that his religious sym- 
pathies were of a genoml kind, and such as gave 
a distant medical sanction to all serious sentiment, 
whether of Church or Dissent, rather than any ad- 
hesion to particular tenets. If Mr Bulstrode in- 
sisted, as ho was apt to do, on the Lutheran doc- 
trine of justification, as that by which a Olrarch 
must stand or fall, Dr Minchin in return was quite 
sure that man was not a more machine or a for- 
tuitous conjunction of atoms; if Mrs Wimple in- 
sisted OK a particular providence in relation to her 
stomach complaint. Dr Minchin for his part liked 
to keep the mental windows open and objected to 
fixed limits ; if the Unitarian browor jested about 
the Athanasian Creed, Dr Minchin quoted Pope’s 
‘Essay on Man.' Ho objected to tho rather free 
style of anecdote in which Dr Sprague indulged, 
preferring weU - sanctioned quotations, and liking 
refinement of all kinds: it was generally known 
that he had some kinship to p. bisluip, and some- 
times spent his holidays at “tho palace." 

Dr Minchin was soft-handed, pahMiomphtxioned, 
and of rounded outline, not to Ihj distinguished 
from a mild clergyman in appearance : whoroas Dr 
Sprague was superfluously tall; his trousers got 
creased at tho knees, and showed an excess of boot 
at a time when straps seemed necessary to any 
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dignity of bearing ; yon beard bim go in and out, 
and lip and down, as if be bad come to see after tbe 
roofing. In short, be bad weight, and might be 
expected to grapple with a disease and throw it ; 
while Dr Minobin might be better able to detect it 
lurking and to circumvent it. They enjoyed about 
equally tbe mysterious privilege of medical reputa- 
tion, and concealed with much etiquette their con- 
tempt for each other’s skin. Eegarding themselves 
as Middlemarcb institutions, they were ready to 
combine against all innovators, and against non- 
professionals given to interference. On this ground 
they were both in their hearts equally averse to Mr 
Bulstrode., though Dr Minobin had never been in 
open hostility with him, and never differed from him 
without elaborate explanation to Mrs Bulstfode, who 
had found that Dr Minchin alone understood her 
constitution. A layman who pried into the profes- 
sional conduct of medical men, and was always 
obtruding his reforms, — ^though he was less directly 
embarrassing to the two physicians than to the sur- 
geon-apothecaries who attended paupers by contract, 
was nevertheless offensive to the professional nostril 
as such-, and Dr Minchin shared folly in the new 
pique against Bulsijode, excited by Ms apparent de- 
termination to patronise Lydgate. The long-estab- 
lished practitioners, Mr Wrench and Mr Toller, 
were just now standing apart and having a friendly 
colloquy, in which they agreed that Lydgate was 
a jackanapes, just made to serve Bulstrode’s pur- 
pose. To non -medical Mends they had already 
concurred in praising the-other young practitioner. 
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wlio had come into tho town on Mr Peacock’s re- 
tirement without further rocommonclatiou than liis 
■own merits and such argument for solid professional 
acquirement as might bo gathorotl from his having 
apparently wasted no time on other liranches of 
knowledge. It was clear that Lydgate, by not dis- 
pensing drugs, intended to cast imputations on his 
equals, and also to obscure tho limit between his 
own rank as a general practitioner and that of the 
■physicians, who, in the interest of tho proft-ssion, 
felt bound to maintain its various grades. Espe- 
cially against a man who had not been to -<»ithor 
of the English universities and (mjoyed tho absence 
of anatomical and bedside study there, but came 
with a libellous pretension to experience in Edin- 
burgh airf Paris, where observation might bo abun- 
dant indeed, but Imrdly sound. 

Thus it happened that on this occasion Bulstrode 
became identified with Lydgate, and Lydgate witli 
Tyke ; and owing to tins variety of intorclmngeablo 
names for the olraplaincy (im^stion, diverse minds 
were enabled to form ■tlio same judgment conoom- 
ing it 

Dr Sprague said at once bluntly to tho group 
assembled when he entered, “ Irgo for Earebrotber. 
A salary, with all my heart But why take it from 
the Vicar? Ho has none too much- — lias to insure 
his life, besides keeping house, and doing a vicar’s 
charities. Put forty pounds in his pocket and you’ll 
do no harm. He’s a good fellow, is Earehroriier, 
with as little of tho parson about him as will serve 
to earry orders.” 
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HOj lio ! Doctoi-,” said old Mr Powderell, a re- 
tired ironmonger of some standing — his interjection 
being something between a laugh and a Parlia- 
mentary disapproval; ^^we must let you have 
your say. But what we have to consider is not 
anybody’s income — it’s the souls of the poor sick 
people” — here Mr Powderell’s voice and face had 
a sincere pathos in them. ^^He is a real Gospel 
preacher, is Mr Tyke. I should vote against my 
conscience if I voted against Mr Tyke — t should 
•indeed.” ^ 

u^r Tyke’s opponents have not asked any one 
to vote against his conscience, I believe,” said Mr 
Hackbutt, a rich tanner of fluent speech, whose 
'glittering spectacles and erect hair were turned with 
some severity towards innocent Mr Powderell. “ But 
in my judgment it behoves us, as Directors, to con- 
sider whether we will regard it as our whole business 
to carry out propositions emanating from a single 
quarter. Will any member of the committee aver 
that he would have entertained the idea of displac- 
ing the gentleman who has always discharged the 
function of chaplain here, if it had not been sug- 
gested to him. by parties whose disposition it is to 
regard every institution of this town as a machinery 
for carrying out their oWn views ? I tax no man’s 
motives : let them lie between himself and a higher 
Power; but I do say, that there are . influences at 
work here which are incompatible with genuine in- 
dependence, and that a crawling servility is usually 
dictated by circumstances which gentlemen so con- 
ducting themselves could not afford either morally 
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or financially to avow. I myself am a layman, but 
I have given no inconsiderable attention to the divh 
sions in the Church and . . 

“ Oh, damn the divisions I ” burst in Mr Frank 
Hawley, lawyer and town -clerk, who rankly pro 
sented himself at the board, but now hooked in 
hurriedly, wdiij> in hand. Wo have nothing to do 
with them here. Farebrothor has boon doing the 
work — what there was — without pay, and if pay is 
to be given, it should be given to him. I call it a 
confounded jol) to take the thing away from Fare- 
brother.’' ^ 

I tliink it would be as well for gentlemen not 
to give their remarks a personal bearing,” said Mr 
Plyrndale. shall vote for tlio appointment of 
Mr Tykop but I slumld not have known, if Mr 
Hackbiitt hadn't liinted it, that I was a Hervilo 
Crawler.” 

disclaim any personalities. I (expressly said, 
if I may bo allowed to repeat, or even to eondude* 

what I was about to say ” 

^^Ah, here's Minohin I” said Mr Frank Hawley; 
at which everybody turned away from Mr Hack- 
butt, leaving him to feel the uselessncsB of suporior 
gifts in Middlemarch. Come, Doctor, t must have 
you on the right side, ehV” ^ 

hope so,” said Dr Minohin, ncKlding and shak- 
ing hands Imre and there; wliatover cost to 
my foolings.” 

“ If tluu'o's any feeling here, it sliould bo finding 
for tlxe man who is turned out, I tiiiuk,” mid Mr 
Frank Hawley. 
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I confess I have feelings on the other side also. 

I have a divided esteem,” said Dr Minohin, rubbing 
Ixis hands. consider Mr Tyke an exemplary 

xaan — none more so — and I believe him to be pro- 
posed from unimpeachable motives. I, for my part, 
wish that I conld give him my vote. But I am 
constrained to take a view of the case which gives 
the preponderance to Mr Farebrother^s claims. Se 
is an amiable man, an able preacher, and has, been 
longer among ns.” 

Old Mr Powderell looked on, sad and silent, Mr 
Plyrq^ale settled his cravat, nneasily. 

‘^Yon don’t set np Farebr other as a pattern of 
what a clergyman onght to be, I hope,” said Mr 
Larcher, the eminent carrier, who had jnst come 
in. I have no ill-will towards him, bn4 I think 
we owe something to the public, not to speak of 
anything higher, in these appointments. In my. 
opinion Farebrother is too lax for a clergyman. I 
don’t wish to bring np particulars against him ; 
but he wiU make a little attendance here go as far 
as he can.” ’ ' - 

And a devilish deal better than too much,” said 
Mr Hawley, whose bad language was notorious in. 
that part of the county. Sick people can’t bean 
so much praying and preaching. And that metho- 
distical sort of religion is bad for the spirits — bad, 
for the inside, eh?” he added, turning quickly 
round to the four medical men who were assembled. 

But any answer was dispensed with by the 
entrance of three gentlemen, with whom there 
were greetings more or less cordial. ‘These were 
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the Reverend Edward Thesiger, Rector of St 
•Peter’s, Mr Biilstrode, and our friend Mr Brooke 
of Tipton, who had lately allowed himself to be 
■put on the board of directors in his turn, but had 
never before attended, his attendance now being 
due to Mr Bulstrode’s exertions. Lydgate was the 
only person still (*.x2)i.ic-l(‘(L 

Every one now sat down, Mr Bxilstrode presiding, 
pale and self- restrained as usual. Mr Thesiger, a 
moderate (iva,iigelioa.l, wished for the appointment 
of his friend Mr Tyke, a zealous able man, who, 
officiating at a chapel of ease, had not a cure of 
souls too extensive to leave him ample time for the 
new duty. It was desimble that chaplaincies of 
this kind should be entered on with a fervent 
intention^: they wore peculiar opportunities for 
spiritual influence; and while it was good that a 
salaxy should be allotted, there was the more need 
for Hc;rui)ulous watching lest tlie office sliotild be 
perverted into a mere question of salary. Mr 
Thosigcir’s manner had so much quiet propriety 
that objectors could only simme^r in silence. 

Mr Brooke believed that (ivtuybody meant well in 
the matter. He had not himself attcuuled to the 
affairs of the Infirmary, thougji he had a strong 
interest in whatever was for the benefit of Middle- 
march, and was most happy to meet the gentlemen 
present on any public question™^^ any public ques- 
tion, you know,'^ Mr Brooke repeated, with his nod 
of perfect xinderstanding. I am a good deal occu- 
pied as a magistrate, and in the collection of docu^ 
mentary evidence, but I regard my time m being 
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at the disposal of the x^^ihlic — and, in short, my 
friends have convinced me that a cha^Dlain with 
a salary — a salary, you know — is a very good 
thing, and I am happy to be able to come here 
and vote for the appointment of Mr Tyke, who, 
I understand, is an unexceptionable man, apostolic 
and eloquent and everything of that kind— and I 
am the last man to withhold my vote — under the 
circumstances, you know.” 

, “It seems to me that you have been crammed 
with one side of the question, Mr Brooke,” said 
Mr Brank Hawley, who was afraid of nobody, and 
was a Tory suspicious of electioneering intentions. 
“ You don’t seem to know that one of the worthiest 
men we have has been doing duty as chaplain here 
for years without pay, and that Mr Tyke is pro- 
posed to supersede him.” 

“Excuse me, Mr Hawley,” said Mr Bulstrode. 
“Mr Brooke has been fully informed of Mr Fare- 
brother’s character and position.” 

“ By his enemies,” flashed out Mr Hawley. 

“I trust there is no personal hostility concerned 
here,” said Mr Thesiger. 

“ I’ll swear there is, though,” retorted Mr Hawley. 

“Gentlemen,” s^d Mr Bulstrode, in a subdued 
tone, “the merits of the question may be very 
briefly stated, and if any one present doubts that 
every gentleman who is about to give his vote has 
not been fully informed, I can now recapitulate the 
considerations that should weigh on either side.” 

“I don’t see the good of that,” said Mr Hawley. 
“ I suppose we all know whom we mean to vote for. 
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Any man who wants to do jnstico does not wait till 
the last minute to hear both sides of the question. 
I have no time to loso, and I propose that the matter 
be put to the vote at once.” 

A brief but still hot discussion followed before 
each person wrote “ Tyke ” or “ Farebrothor " on a 
piece of paper and slipped it into a glass tumbler ; and 
in the mean time Mr Bulstrode saw Lydgate enter. 

“ I perceive that the votes are equally divided at 
present,” said Mr Bulstrode, in a clear biting voice. 
Then, looking up at Lydgate — 

“ There is a casting-vote still to be given. #It is 
yours, Mr Lydgate: will you bo gotKl enotigh to 
write?” 

^ ‘‘The thing is sotthvl now," said Mr Wrench, 
rising. « We all know how Mr Lydgate will vote." 

You seem to speak with some peculiar meaning, 
sir,” said Lydgate, ratlier defiantly, and kotqiing Ins 
pencil Huspondod. 

“ I merely mean that you are expected to vote 
with Mr Bulstrode. Bo you regard tliat moaning 
as offensive?” 

“ It may be offensive to otliers. But I shall not 
desist from voting with him on that account.” 

Lydgate immediately wrote dc^n “ I'yke.” 

So the Kev. Walter Tyke became chaplain to the 
Infirmary, and Lydgate continued to work with Mr 
Bulstrode. He was really ttneortain whether Tyke 
were not the more suitable candidate, and yet his 
consciousness told him tliat if ho had teen quite 
free from indirect bias he should Iiave voted for Mr 
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Farebrother. The affair of the chaplaincy remained 
a sore point in his memory as a case in which this 
petty medinm of Middlemarch had been too strong 
for him. How could a man be satisfied with a 
decision between such alternatives and under such 
circumstances ? Ho more than he can be satisfied 
with his hat, which he has chosen ffom among such 
shapes as the resources of. the age offer him, wear- 
ing it at best with a resignation which is chiefly 
supported by comparison. 

But Mr Farebrother met him mth the same 
friendliness as before. The character of the pub- 
lican and sinner is not always practically incom- 
patible with that of the modem Pharisee, for the 
majority of us scarcely see more distinctly the 
faultiness of our own conduct than the faultiness 
of our own arguments, or the dulness of our own 
jokes. But the Yicax of St BotolpFs had certainly 
escaped the slightest tincture of the Pharisee, and 
by dint of admitting to himself that he was too 
much as other men were, he had become remark- 
ably unlike them in this — that he could excuse 
others for thinking slightly of him, and could judge 
impartially of their conduct even when it told 
against him. ^ 

“ The world has been too strong for me, I know,” 
he said one day to Lydgate. “ But then I dm not 
a mighty man — I shall never be a man of renown. 
The choice of Hercules is a pretty fable 5 but Pro- 
dicus makes it easy work for the hero, as if the first 
resolves w^ere enough. Another story says that he 
came to hold the distaff, and at last wore the Hessus 
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shirt. I suppose one good resolve might keep a 
man right if everybody else’s resolve helped him.*’ 
The Vicar's talk was not always inspiriting: he 
had escaped being a Pharisee, Imt ho Iiad not 
escaped that low estimate of possibilities which we 
rather hastily arrive at as an inference from our own . 
failure. Lydgate thought that tliore was a pitiable 
infirmity of will in Mr Farebrother. 
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CHAPTEE XIX. 

’ “ L’altra xedete ch’ha fatto alia guancia 

Delia sua palma, sospirando, letto.” 

— ^Pur^rofeno, vii. 

WTTTTTsr Georgo the Fonrth was still reigning over the 
privacies of Windsor, when the Duke of Wellington 
was Prime Minister, and Mr Vinoy was jnayor of 
the old corporation in Middlemarch, Mrs Casanbon, 
bom Dorothea Brooke, had taken her wedding 
journey to Eome. In those days the world in 
general was more ignorant of good and evil by 
forty years than it is at present. Travellers did 
not often carry fall information on Christian art 
MSier in their heads or their pockets; and even 
the most brilliant English critic of the day mistook 
the iowerrteshed tomb of the ascended Virgin for 
an ornamental vase line to the painter's fancy. Eo- 
manticism, which has helped to fill some dnll blanks 
with love and knowledge, had not yet penetrated 
the times with its leayen and entered into every- 
body’s food ; it was fermenting still as a distinguish- 
able vigorous enthusiasm in certain long-haired Ger- 
man artists at Eome, and the youth of other nations 
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who worked or idled near them wore sometimes 
caught in the spreading movement. 

One fine morning a young man whoso liair was 
not immoderately long, but abundant and curly, and 
who was otherwise English in his equipment, luid 
just turned his back on tlm Belvedere Torso in the 
Vatican and was looking out on tlio magnificent 
view of the mountains from the adjoining round 
vestibule. He was sufficiently absorbed not to no- 
tice the approach of a dark-eyed, finiinated German 
who came up to liiin and placing a luind on liig 
shoulder, said with a strong accent, ^^Como^iere, 
quick I else she will have changed lier posel^ 
Quickness was ready at the call, and tlie two 
figures passed lightly along by tlie Meleagor to- 
wards tli^ hall where the reclining Ariadne, then 
called the Cleopatra, lies in the marble voliipttious- 
ness of her beauty, the drapery folding aroimd hof 
with a petal-like ease and tenderness. Tliey were 
just in time to see another figure standing against 
a pedestal near the reclining marble: a 
blooming girl, whose form, not ihamod by the 
Ariadne, was clad in Quakcrisli grey dmpmy ; her 
long cloak, fastened at the neck, was thrown Imck- 
ward from her arms, and one beautiful ungloved 
hand pillowed her cheek, pushing somewhat back- 
ward the white beaver bonnet whicli maclti a sort of 
halo to her face around the simply Iniiided dark- 
brown hair. She was not looking at the Hc.nlpture, 
probably not thinking of it; her large eyes were 
fixed dreamily on a streak of sunlighi. whioh Ml 
across the fioor. But she became cimHcioim of tli© 


BOOK 11. OLD AND YODNa 


289 


two strangers who suddenly paused as if to con- 
template the Cleopatra, and, without looking at 
them, immediately turned away to join a maid- 
servant and courier who were loitering along the 
hall at a little distance off. 

“ What do you think of that for a fine bit of anti- 
thesis?” said the German, searching in his friend's 
face for responding admiration, but going 6n volubly 
without waiting for any other ans^v^er. There lies 
antique beauty, not corpsedike even in death, but 
arrested in the complete contentment of its sensuous 
perfec^tion : and here stands beauty in its breathing 
^ life, with the consciousness of Christian centuries 
in its bosom. But she should be dressed as a nun 5 
I think she looks almost what you. call a Quaker; I 
would dress her as a. nun in my picture. However,* 
she is married ; I saw her wedding-ring on that won- 
derful left hand, otherwise I should have thought the 
sallow Geistlicher was her father. I saw him parting 
from her a good while ago, and just now I found her 
in that magnificent pose. Only think I he is perhaps 
rich, and would like to have her portrait taken. Ah I 
it is no use looking after her— there she goes ! Let 
us follow her home I ” 

No, no,” said hiSuCompanipn, with a little frown.' 

“You are singular, Ladislaw. You look struck 
together. Do you know her ? ” 

I know that she is married to my cousin,” said 
Will Ladislaw, sauntering down the hall with a pre- 
occupied air, while his German friend kept at his 
side and watched him eagerly. 
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What I the GehtUcher f Ho looks more like an 
nnole — a more useful sort of relation.” 

He is not my uncle. I tell yoti ho is my second 
cousin,” said Ladislaw, with some irritation. 

Schon, schon, Don^t be snappish. You are not 
angiy with me for thinking Mrs Second-Cousin the 
most perfect young Madonna I ever saw ? ” 

Angry? nonsense. I have only soon Iior once 
before, for a couple of minutes, when tny coxisin in- 
troduced Ixer to me, just before I left England. 
They were not married then. I didn’t know they 
wex’O coming to Kome.” ^ 

“ But you will go to see them now— you will find 
out what they have for an address — since you know 
the name. Shall we go to the post? And you 
could speak about the portrait.” 

“ Confound you, Naumann I I don’t know what I 
shall do. I am not so bxmen as you.” 

“ Bah ! that is because you are dilettantish and 
amateurish. If you were an artist, you would think 
of Mistress Second-Cousin as anricpie form animated 
by Christian sentiment— a sort of Cliristian Antigone 
— sensuous force controlled by spiritual passion.” 

Yes, and that your painting her was the chief 
outcome of her existence— the divinity passing into 
liigher completeiKiss and all but exhausted in the act 
of covering your bit of canvas. I am amateurish if 
you like : I do not think that all the universe is 
straining towards the obscure iignifieance of your 
pictures.” 

^^But it is, my dear!— so far m it ii straining 
through xne, Adolf Naumann : that standi firm,” 
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said the good-natured painter, putting a hand on 
Ladislaw's shoulder, and not in the least disturbed 
by the unaccountable touch of ill-humour in his tone. 
“ See now I My existence presupposes the exist- 
ence of the whole universe — does it notf and my 
function is to paint~and as a painter I have a con- 
ception which is altogether genialiscTij of your great- 
aunt or second grandmother as a subject for a 
picture ; therefore^ the universe is straining towards 
that picture through that particular hook or claw 
which it puts forth in the shape of nie — ^not true?’' 

%it how if another claw in the shape of me is 
straining to thwart it ?— the case is a little less 
simple then." 

Not at all : the result of the struggle is the 
same thing — picture or no picture — logically." 

Will could not resist this imperturbable temper, 
and the cloud in his face broke into sunshiny laugh- 
ter. 

^^Come now, my friend— you will help?" said 
Naumann, in a hopeful tone. 

^^No; nonsense, Naumann I English ladies are 
not at everybody's service as models. And you 
want to express too much with your painting. You 
would 'only have m^de a better or worse portrait 
with a background which every connoisseur would 
give a different reason for or against. And what is 
a portrait of a woman? Your painting and Plastik 
are poor stuff after all. They perturb and dull con- 
ceptions instead of raising them. Language is a 
finer medium." 

Yes, for those who can't paint," said Naumann. 
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“There you have perfect right. I did not recom- 
mend you to paint, my friend.’^ 

The amiable artist carried his sting, but Ladislaw 
did not choose to appear stung. Ho wont on as if 
he had not heard. 

“ Language gives a fuller imago, which is all the 
better for being vague. After all, the true seeing 
is within; and painting stares at you with an in- 
sistent imperfection. I feel that (‘S|)(‘cially about 
representations of women. As if a woman were 
a mere coloured superficies I You must wait for 
movement and tone. There is a difference ii)- their 
very breathing : they change from moment to mo- 
ment— This woman whom you have just seen, for 
example : how would you paint her voice, pray ? 
But her^ voice is much diviner tlian anything you 
have seen of her.^^ 

“ I see, I see. You are jealous. No man must 
presume to think that he can paint your ideal. Tliis 
18 serious, my fricmd I Your great-aunt I ^ Der Neffe 
als OnkeN in a tragic sense— 

“You and I shall .quarrel, Naumann, if you call 
that lady my aunt again.” 

“How is she to be called then?” 

“Mrs Oasaubon.” 

“Good. Suppose I got acquainted with her in 
spito of you, and find that she very much wihIhsh to 
be painted ? ” 

“Yes, suppose!” said Will Ladislaw, in a (con- 
temptuous undertone, intended to dismiss tln^ subjtHjt. 
He was conscious of being inilattnl by ridi(udoiiH]y 
small causes, which were half of lus own cniation. 
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Why was he making any fuss about Mrs Casaubon ? 
And yet he felt as if something had happened to 
him with regard to her. There are characters which 
are continually creating collisions and nodes for 
themselves in dramas which nobody is prepared to 
act with them. Their susceptibilities will clash 
against objects that remain innocently quiet. 



CHAPTEIl XX. 


A child forsaken, w/ilcin;' mnld<*iily, 

Whose Krtzo afeimi on all thing's round doth rove. 
And seeth only that it cannot see ^ 

The meeting eyes of love. 


Two hours later, Dorothea was soatod in an inner 
room or^boudoir of a handsome aparfnifiil, in the 
Via Sistina. 

I am sorry to add that she was sobbing bitterly, 
with such abandonment to this relief of an ()])proHsed 
heart as a woman habitually controlled by pride on 
her own account and thoughtfulness for others will 
sometimes allow herself when she jfbels securely 
alone. And Mr Casaubon was certain to remain 
away for some time at the Vatican. 

Yet Dorothea had no distinoliy shapen grievunco 
that she could state even to herself; and in tlie 
midst of her confused thought and passion, tlie 
mental act that was struggling fortli into clearness 
was a self-accusing cry that her feeling of desolation 
was the fault of her own spiritual poverty. She Irnd 
married the man of her choice, and with tlie advan- 
tage over most girls that she had contemplated her 
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marriage chiefly as the beginning of new duties : 
from the very first she had thought of Mr Gasauhon 
as having a mind so much above her own, that he 
must often be claimed by studies which she could 
not entirely share ; moreover, after the brief narrow 
experience of her girlhood she was beholding Eome, 
the city of visible history, where the past of a 
whole hemisphere seems moving in funeral' proces- 
sion with strange ancestral images and trophies 
gathered from afar. 

Bpt this stupendous fragmentariness heightened 
the ^eam-like strangeness of her bridal life. Doro- 
thea had now been five weeks in Eome, and in the 
kindly mornings when autumn and winter seemed 
to go hand in hand like a happy aged couple one of 
whom would presently survive in chiller loneliness, 
she had driven about at first with Mr Casaubon, but 
of late chiefly with Tantripp and their experienced 
courier. She had been led through the best galleries, 
had been taken to the chief points of view, had been 
shown the grandest ruins and the most glorious 
churches, and she had ended by oftenest choosing 
to drive out to the Campagna where she could 
feel alone with the earth and sky, away from the 
oppressive masquejade of ages, in which her own 
life too seemed to become a masque with enigmat- 
ical costumes. 

To those who have looked at Eome wdth the 
quickening power of a knowledge which breathes a 
growing soul into all historic shapes, and traces out 
the suppressed transitions which unite all contrasts, 
Eome may still be the spiritual centre and interpreter 
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of the world. But let them conceive one more 
historical contrast : the gigantic broken revelations 
of that Imj^erial and Papal city tlirust abruptly on 
the notions of a girl who had been brought up in 
English and Swiss Pui-itanism, fed on meagre I’ro- 
testant histories and on art chiefly of the hand-screen 
sort; a ^irl whose ardent nature turned all her small 
allowance of knowhidgi} into principles, fusing her 
actions into their mould, and whose quick emotions 
gave the most abstract things the quality of a plea- 
sure or a pain ; a girl who had lately bectimo a wife, 
and from the enthusiastic aocopbince of untriodx:luty 
found herself jdiinged in tumultuous pri'occupaiion 
with her personal lot. The weight of unintelligible 
Rome might lie easily on bright nymphs to whom 
it formed*a background for the brilliant picnic of 
Anglo-foreign society; but Dorothea hatl no such 
defence against deep impressions. Ruins and basili- 
cas, palaces and colossi, sot in the midst of a sordid 
present, where all that was living and warm-blooded 
seemed sunk in the deep degeneracy of a supersti- 
tion divorced from reverence ; the dimmer but yet 
eager Titahio life gazing and straggling on walls 
and ceihngs ; the long vistas of white forms whose 
marble eyes seemed to hold tli^ monotonous light 
of an alien world : all this vast wreck of ambitious 
ideals, sensuous and spiritual, mixed confusedly with 
the signs of breathing forgetfulnesa and degradation, 
at first jarred her as with an electric shock, and 
then urged tliemselves on her witli that ache helong- 
ing to a glut of confused ideas which check the flow 
of emotion. Forms both pale and glowing twik 

r 



BOOK II.— OLD AND YOUNG. 


297 


possession of her 3^oung sense, and fixed themselves 
in her memory even when she was not thinking of 
them, preparing strange associations which remained 
through her after-years. Our moods are apt to bring 
with them images which succeed each other like the 
magic -lantern pictures of a doze;, and in certain 
states of dull forlornness Dorothea all her i|fe con- 
tinued to see the vastness of St Peter’s, the huge 
bronze canopy, the excited intention in the attitiid^s 
and garments of the prophets and evangelists in the 
mosaics above, and the red di-apery which was being 
hungi for Ghristmas spreading itself everywhere like 
a disease of the retina. 

hTot that this inward amazement of Dorothea’s 
was anything very exceptional : many souls in their 
young nudity are tumbled out among incongruities 
and left to ^^find their feet” among them, while 
their elders go about their business. Nor can I 
suppose that when Mrs Casaubon is discovered in 
a fit of weeping six weeks after her wedding, the 
situation will be regarded as tragic. Some dis- 
couragement, some faintness of heart at the new 
real future which replaces the imaginary, is not 
unusual, and we do not expect people to be deeply 
moved by what i^ not unusual. That element of 
tragedy wliich lies in the very fact of frequency, 
has not yet wrought itself into the coarse emotiofi 
of mankind ; and perhaps our frames could hardly 
bear much of it. If we had a keen vision and feel- 
ing of all ordinary human life, it would be like 
hearing the grass grow and the squirrel’s heart 
beat, and we should die of that roar which lies on 
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the other side of silence. As it is, the quickest of 
us walk about well wadded with stupidity. 

However, Dorothea was crying, and if she had 
been required to stoto tho cause, she could only 
have done so in some such genoml words as I have 
already used : to have been driven to bo more par- 
ticular would have been like trying to give a history 
of tho lights and shadows ; for that new real future 
which was replacing tho imaginary drew its uiatorial 
froni tho endless minutia! by which lier view of Mr 
Casaubon and her wifoly relation, now that she was 
married to him, was gradually changing wit^ the 
secret motion of a watch -hand from what it had 
been in her maiden dream- It was toi early yet 
for her fully to rec.ogxdse or at least admit the 
change, rtill more for her to have readjusted that 
devotedness wliich was so necessary a part of her 
mental life tliat she was almost sure WKiner or later 
to recover it. Permanent rebellion, tho disortlor of 
a life without some loving reverent resolve, was not 
possible to her; but she vrm now in an interval 
when the very force of her nature heightened its 
confusion. In this way, tho early months of mai> 
riago often are times of critical tumult— whether 
tlmt of a shrimp-i)ool or of deeper waters— whieli 
afterwards subsides into cheerful peace. 

But was not Mr Casaubon just m learned as 
before? Had his forms of expitission changed, or 
his sentiments become less laudable ? Oh u ayward- 
ness of womanhood I did his chronology fail him, 
or his ability to state not only a theory but the 
names of those who hold it ; or his provision for 
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giving the heads of any subject on demand? And 
was not Eome the place in all the world to give 
free play to such accomplishments? Besides, had 
not Dorothea’s enthusiasm especially dwelt on the 
prospect of relieving the weight and perhaps the 
sadness with which great tasks lie on him who has 
to achieve them? — And that such weight pressed 
on Mr Casanbon was only plainer than before. 

AH these are crushing questions ; but whatever 
else remained the same, the light had changed, and 
you cannot find the pearly dawn at noonday. The 
fact «s unalterable, that a feUow-mortal with whose 
nature you are acquainted solely through the brief 
entrances and exits of a few imaginative weeks 
called courtship, may, when seen in the continuity 
of married companionship, be disclosed as Something 
better or worse than what you have preconceived, 
but will certainly not appear altogether the same. 
And it would be astonishing to find how soon the 
change is felt if we had no kindred changes to com- 
pare with it. To share lodgings with a brilliant 
dinner-companion, or to see your favourite politician 
in the Ministry, may bring about changes quite as 
rapid : in these cases too we begin by knowing 
little and believing much, and we sometimes end 
by inverting the quantities. 

Still, such comparisons might mislead, for no man 
was more incapable of flashy make-believe than Mr 
Casaubon : he was as genuine a character as any 
ruminant animal, and he had not actively assisted 
in creating any illusions about himself. How was 
it that in the weeks since her marriage, Dorothea 

© 
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liad not distinctly observed but felt witli a stiflin'*- 
depression, that tho largo vistas and wide fresh ai^ 
wliich sho had dreamed of finding in her husband’s 
mind were replaced by anterooms and winding 
passages whiclr seemed to load nowhithor ? I suji- 
pose it was that in courtship everything is regarded 
as provisional and prolirninary, and tho smallest 
sample of virtue or accomplishment is taken to 
guarantee delightful stores which the broad leisure 
of marriage will reveal. But tho door-sill of marriage 
once crossed, expectation is concentrated on tho pres- 
ent. Having once embarked on your marital voy^ige, 
it is impossible not to bo awaro that you make no 
way and that tho sea is not within sight (hal, in 
fact, you are exploring an enclosed basin. 

In their conversation before marriage, Mr Casati- 
bon had often dwelt on some exi.Ianafinn or cpies- 
tionable detail of which Dorotliea did not see the 
bearing ; but such imperfect coherence sotaned duo 
to the brokenness of their intorooume, and, supfmrted 
by her feitli in their future^ she had listened with 
fervid patience to a recitation of possible argmm-nfs 
to bo brought against Mr Casaubon's entirdy new 
view of the jPhilistino god Dagon and othesr fish- 
deities, thinking that hereafter ^lo should see this 
subject which touched him so nearly from the same 
high ground whence doubtless it had become so im- 
portant to him. Again, the matter-of-oourae state- 
ment and tone of dismissal witli which ho treated 
what to her were the most stirring thoughts, was 
easily accounted for as belonging to Hi© sense of 
haste and preoccupation in which she herself Hiared 
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dnring their engagement. But now, since they had 
been in Eome, with all the depths of her emotion 
roused to tumultuous activity, and with life made a 
new problem by new elements, she had been becom- 
ing more and more aware, with a certain terror, ‘-that 
her mind was continually sliding into inward fits of 
anger and repulsion, or else into forlorn weariness. 
How far the judicious Hooker or any other hero of 
erudition would have been the same at Mr Gasau- 
bon’s time of life, she had no means of knowing, 
so that he could not have the advantage of comr 
parigon; but her husband’s way of commenting on 
the strangely impressive objects aroiind them had 
begun to affect her with .a sort of Mental shiver : 
he had perhaps the best intention of acquitting him- 
self worthily, but only of acquitting himself. What 
was fresh to her mind was worn out to his; and 
such capacity of thought and feeling as had ever 
been, stimulated in him by the general life of man- 
kind had long shrunk to a sort of dried preparation, 
a hfeless embalmment of knowledge. 

“When he said, “Does this interest you, Doro- 
thea? Shall we stay a little longer? I am ready 
to stay if you wdsh it,”— it seemed to her as if 
going or staying were alike dreary. Or, “ Should 
you like to go to the Famesina, Dorothea? It 
contains celebrated firescoes designed or painted by 
Eaphael, which most persons think it worth while 
to visit.” 

“ But do you care about them ? ” was always 
Dorothea’s question. 

“They are, I believe, highly esteemed. Some 
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of them represent the fable of (lupid and Psyche, 
which is probably the romantic invention of a liter- 
ary period, and cannot, I think, be rtwkoned as a 
genuine mythical product. But if you like these 
wall-paintings wo can easily drive thither ; and you 
will then, I think, have seen the chief works of 
Eaphaol, any of which it were a pity to omit in a 
visit to Bomo. Ho is the paijiter who has bcmn 
lield to combine the most complete gmco of form 
with sublimity of ox])r<‘KKion. Sucih fit lefwt I have 
gathered to bo the opinion of conoscenti.’' 

This kind of answer given in a ineasurod oQieial 
tone, as of a clergyman reading iic;eording to the 
rubric, did not help to justify tho glories of tlie 
Eternal City, or to give her tho hoj)c that if she 
knew mote about them tho world wotdd be joy- 
ously iUuminated for her. Thtu-e is bnrdly aiiy 
contact more depressing to a young firdent crea- 
ture than that of a mind in whioli years full of 
knowledge seem to liavo issued in fi bhmk filfsoiujo 
of interest or sympathy. 

On other subjects indeed Mr Oasaubon showed a 
tenacity of occupation and an eagf'nu'ss which iiro 
usually regarded as the effect of euthusiasm, and 
Dorothea was anxious to follow this sponbuicous 
direction of his tiioughts, instead of Isdiig mado 
to feel that she dragged Mm away from i(, Jhit 
she was gradually ceasing to expect with luu' for- 
mer delightful confidence that sho should sec any 
wide opening where she followed him. Iksfr Mr 
Casaubon himself was lost among small tdosets 
and -winding stairs, and in an agitated dimm*gs 
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about tbe Cabeiri, or in. an exposure of other 
mythologists’ ill-considered parallels, easily lost 
sight of any purpose which had prompted him to 
these labours. With his taper stuck before him he 
forgot the absence of windows, and in bitter manu- 
script remarks on other men^s notions about the 
solar deities, he had become indifferent to the 
suidight 

These characteristics, fixed and unchangeable as 
bone in Mr Casaubon, might have remained longer 
unfelt by Dorothea if she had been encouraged to 
pou:i^ forth her girlish and womanly feeling— if he 
would have held her hands between his and listened 
with the delight of tenderness and understanding 
to all the little histories which made up her experi- 
ence, and would have given her the same sort of 
intimacy in return, so that the past life of each 
could be included in their mutual knowledge and 
affection — or if she could have fed her affection 
with those childlike caresses which are the bent of 
every sweet woman, who has begun by showering 
kisses on the hard pate of her bald doll, creating 
a happy soul within that woodenness from the 
wealth of her own love. That was Dorothea’s 
bent. With all l^er yearning to know what was 
afar from her and to be widely benignant, she had 
ardour enough for what was near, to have kissed 
Mr Casaubon’s coat-sleeve, or to have caressed his 
shoe-latchet, if he would have made any other sign 
of acceptance than pronouncing her, with his un- 
failing propriety, to be of a most affectionate and 
truly feminine nature, indicating at the same "time 
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by politely reaching a chair for her that ho re- 
garded these manifestations as rather cnnle and 
startling. Having made his elorienl toilet with 
due care in the morning, he was prc'pared only for 
those amenities of life which woni suited to' tho 
well-adjusted stiff cravat of tho p(wiod, and to a 
mind weighted with unpuhlisluHl matter. 

And by a sad contradiction Dorotliea’s ideas and 
resolves soomod like molting ieo floating and lost 
in tho warm flood of which they liad l>een but; 
another form. She was humiliatrul to find herself 
a mere victim of feeling, as if she coid.l know 
nothing except through that medium: all her 
strength was scattered in fits of agitation, of 
struggle, of despondency, and then again’ in 
visions oS more eomidete renunciation, fransform- 
ing all hard conditions into duty. I'oor Dorothea! 
she was certainly troublesome-— to herself chiellv • 
but this morning for tlio first time she ha<! lieen’ 
troublesome to Mr Casaubon. 

She had begun, while tliey were taking eolfeo, 
with a determination to shako off what' she in- 
wardly called her selfishness, and turned a face all 
cheerful attention to her husband when he said, 
My dear Dorothea, wo nmst^ now think of all 
that IS yet left undone, as a preliminary to our 
dejiarture. I would fain have retunied home ear- 
her that wo might have been at Lowiek for the 
Christmas ; but my inquiries hero hav(i Is am pin- 
tractod beyond their anticipated period. 1 trust 
however, that tho time hen, has not boon passed 
unpleasantly to you. Among tho sights of Europe, 
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tiiat of Eome Las ever been held one of the most 
striking and in some respects edifying. I well 
remember that I considered it an epoch in my life 
when I visited it for the first time; after the fall 
of Napoleon, an event which opened the Continent 
to travellers. Indeed I think it is one among 
several cities to which an extreme hyperbole has 
been applied — ‘ See Eome and die : ’ bnt in yonr 
case I would propose an emendation and say, See 
Eome as a bride, and live henceforth as a happy 
wife.^^ . 

Mr Casanbon pronounced this little speech with 
the most conscientious intention, blinking a little 
and swaying his head up and down, and concluding 
with a smile. He had not found marriage a rap- 
turous state, but he had no idea of being •anything 
else than an irreproachable husband, who would 
make a charming young woman as happy as she 
deserved to be. 

“I hope you are thoroughly satisfied with our 
stay — I mean, with the result so far as your studies 
are concerned,” said Dorothea, trying to keep her 
mind fixed on what most affected her husband. 

^^YeS,” said Mr Casaubon, with that peculiar 
pitch of voice whiqji makes the word half a nega- 
tive. “ I have been led farther than I had foreseen, 
and various subjects for annotation have presented 
themselves which, though I have no direct need of 
them, I could not pretermit. The task, notwith- 
standing the assistance of my amanuensis, has been 
a somewhat laborious one, but your society has 
Happily prevented me from that too continuous 
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prosecution of thouglit beyond the lionrs of study 
which has been the snare of my solitary life,” 

“lam very glad that my presence lias made any 
difference to you,” said Dorothea, who had a vivid 
memory of evenings in which she had supposed that 
Mr Casaubon’s mind had gone too deep during the 
day to bo ablo to get to the surface again. I fear 
there was a little temper in her reply. “I hope 
when we got to Lowick, I shall l)o more useful to 
you, and be able to enter a little more into what 
interests yoti.” 

“ Doubtless, my dear,” said Mr (lasaubon, -jvith 
a slight bow. “The notes I have here made will 
want sifting, and ymi can, if you please, extract 
them under my direction.” 

“And dl your notes,” said Dorothea, whoso heart 
had already burned within her on this subject, so 
that now she could not help spealutig with her 
tongue- “All those rows of vohimes — will you 
not now do what you used to speak of ?— will you 
not make up your mind what part of them you will 
use, and begin to write the Ixiok which will make 
your vast knowledge useful to the world ? I will 
write to your dictation, or I will copy and extract 
what you toll me; I can ho of no other use." 
Dorothea, in a most unaccountable, darkly feminine 
manner, ended with a slight sob and eyes full of 
tears. 

The excessive feeling manifested would alone 
have been highly disturbing to Mr Ciisaubon, but 
there were other reasons why Dorothea’s words 
wer& among the most cutting and irritating to him 
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that she could have been impelled to use. She 
was as blind to his inward troubles as he to hers : 
she had not yet learned those hidden conflicts in 
her husband which claim our pity. She had not 
yet listened patiently to his heart-beats, but only 
felt that her own was beating violently. In Mr 
Casaubon’s ear, Dorothea's voice gave loud emphatic 
iteration to those muffled suggestions of conscious- 
ness which it was possible to explain as mere fancy, 
the illusion of exaggerated sensitiveness : always 
when such suggestions are unmistakeably repeated * 
from»without, they are resisted as cruel and unjust. 

, We are angered even by the full acceptance of our 
humiliating confessions — how much more by hear- 
ing in hard distinct syllables from the lips of a near 
observer, those confused murmurs which Iv’e try to 
call morbid, and strive against as if they were the 
oncoming of numbness! And this cruel outward 
accuser was there in the shape of a wife — nay, of' a 
young bride, who, instead of observing his abundant 
pen-scratches and amplitude of paper with the un- 
critical awe of an elegant-minded canary-bird, seemed 
to present herself as a spy watching everything with 
a malign power of inference. Here, towards this 
particular point of* the compass, Mr Casaubon had 
a sensitiveness to match Dorothea’s, and an equal 
quickness to imagine more than the fact. He had 
formerly observed with approbation her capacity 
for worshipping the right object; he now foresaw 
with sudden terror that this capacity might be re- 
placed by presumption, this worship by the most 
exasperating of all criticism, — that which *sees 
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vagxiely a great many fine ends, and has not the 
least notion what it costs to reach them. 

For the first time since Dorothea had known him, 
Mr Casaubon’s face had a quick angry flush upon it. 

“ My love,” he said, with irritation reined in by 
propriety, “you may rely upon mo for knowing the 
times and the seasons, adapted to the different stages 
of a work which is not to 1)6 measured by the facile 
wmjcct.ui-eH of ignorant onlookers. It had been easy 
for me to gain a temporary eflbot by a mirage of 
baseless opinion; but it is over the trial of the 
scu-upulous explorer to be saluted with the imp*«tient 
scorn of chatterers who attempt only the smallest 
achievements, being indeed eqnipjied for no other. 
And it were well if all such could ho admonished 
to discrirtlinate judgments of which tho true subject, 
matter lies entirely beyond their roach, from those 
of which the elotnents may bo (sompassed by a nar- 
row and superficial survey. 

This speech was delivered with an energy and 
readiness quite tmtisual witli Mr Casaubon. It 
was not indeed entirely an improvisation, but had 
taken shape in inward colloquy, and rushed out 
like the round grains from a fruit when sudden 
heat cracks it Dorothea was mot only his wife : 
she was a personification of that shallow world 
which surrounds the ill-appreoiatod or desponding 
author* 

Dorothea was indignant in her turn. Had she 
not been repressing everything in herself except 
the desire to enter into some feUowship with her 
husband’s chief interests? 
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My judgment was a very superficial one — such 
as I am capable of forming,” she answered, with a 
prompt resentment, that needed no rehearsal. “ You 
showed me the rows of note-books — you have often 
spoken of them — you have often said that they 
wanted digesting. But I never heard you speak 
of the writing that is to be published. Those 
were very simple facts, and my judgment went no 
farther. I only begged you to let me be of some 
good to you.” 

Dorothea rose to leave the table and Mr Casaubon 
madft no reply, taking up a letter which lay beside 
him as if to xeperuse it. Both were shocked at their 
mutual situation — that each should have betrayed 
anger towards the other. If they had been at home, 
settled at Lowiok in ordinary life among tffeir neigh- 
bours, the clash would have been less embarrassing : 
but on a wedding journey, the express object of 
which is to isolate two people on the ground that 
they are all the world to each other, the sense of 
disagreement is, to say the least, confounding and 
stultifying. To have changed your longitude ex- 
tensively, and placed yourselves in a moral solitude 
in order to have small explosions, to find conversa- 
tion difficult and hand a glass of water without 
looking, can hardly be regarded as satisfactory ful- 
filment even to the toughest minds. To Dorothea’s 
inexperienced sensitiveness, it seemed like a catas- 
trophe, changing all prospects ; and to Mr Casau- 
bon it was a new pain, he never having been on 
a wedding journey before, or found himself in that 
close union which was more of a subjection ^han 
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he had been able to iinagiiio, since this channing' 
yonng bride not only obliged him to nnich con- 
sideration on her behalf (which ho had si'duh.uslv 
givon), but turned out to bo capaliio of agitating 
him cruelly just wliore lie most needed soothing. 
Instead of getting a soft fence against the cold, 
shadowy, unnpplauaivo atidienco of his life, had ho 
only given it a more sulwtantial presence? 

Neither of tliem felt it po.ssilde to speak again at 
present. To have reversed a previous arrangfmient 
and declined to go out would have been a sliow (»f 
persistent anger which Dorothoft’s conscience slffank 
from, seeing that she alrtwly began to fool herself 
guilty. However just her indignation might Ikj, 
her ideal was not to claim justice, but to give ten- 
derness. *So when the carriage came to the door, 
she drove with Mr Casanbon to the Vatican, walfciHl 
with him through the stony avenue of inscriptions, 
and when she parted with him at the onfrenoo to 
the Library, went on through the Museum out of 
mere listlessness as to wlrnt was around her. She 
had not spirit to turn round and say that she would 
drive anywhere. It was when Mr Oasaulmn was 
quitting her that Naumann had first seen her, and 
ho had entered the long galleiyH)f sculpture at the 
same time with her; but hero Naumann had to 
await Ladislaw with whom he was to settle a bet 
of champagne about an enigmaticiul modian-al-look- 
ing figure there. After they had examined the 
figure, and had walked on finishing their dispute, 
they had parted, I^adislaw lii.gming behind while 
Naumann had gone into the Hall of Statues where 
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lie again saw Dorothea, and saw her in that brood- 
ing abstraction which made her pose remarkable. 
She did not really see the streak of sunlight on the 
floor more than she saw the statues : she was in- 
wardly seeing the light of years to come in her 
own home and over the English fields and elms 
and hedge -bordered highroads ; and feeling that 
tlie way in which they might be filled with joyful 
devotedness was not so clear to her as it had been. 
But in Dorothea’s mind there was a current into 
which all thought and feeling were apt sooner or 
later to flow — the reaching forward of the whole 
consciousness towards the fullest truth, the least 
partial good. There was clearly something better 
than anger and despondency. 


CHAPTER XXL 


“ Hire fanoundfi ftiH wotuauly aii«l plain, 

No contrefot^d tcmnm ha<l ulm 
To semen wise**" 

— CiiAmmii. 

It waa in that way Dorothea eaino to be Bobbing as 
soon as she was secnroly alone. But slie was pres- 
ently roused by a knock at the door, wha^h made 
her hastily dry her eyes before saying, Come in.’' 
Tantripp had brought a card, and sai<l tliat there 
was a gentleman waiting in the lol>l»y. Ihe courier 
had told him that only Mrs Casaub«m was at liome, 
but he said he was a relation of Mr (Jamuboifs: 
would she see him? 

“ Yes," said Dorothea, without pause ; “ show him 
Into the salon. Her chief improHsions about young 
Ladislaw were that when she had seen him at 

Lowick filio had been made aware of Mr ('lawm- 
hon’s generosity towards him, and also that slio 
had been iutorostod in his own hesitation abont 
his career. She was alive to anything that gave 
her an opportunity for active sympathy, and at tliis 
moment it seemed as if the visit had come to shako 
her Out of her self-absorbed disoontont— to remind 
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her of her husband^s goodness, and make her feel 
that she had now the right to be his helpmate in 
all kind deeds. She waited a minute or two, but 
when she passed into the next room there were just 
signs enough that she had been trying to make her 
open face look more youthful and appealing than 
usual. She met Ladislaw with that exquisite smile 
of goodwill which is unmixed with yanity, and held 
out her hand to him. He was the elder by several 
years, but at that moment he looked much the 
younger,, for his transparent complexion flushed 
suddenly, and he spoke with a shyness extremely 
unlike the ready indifference of his manner with 
his male companion, while Dorothea became all 
the calmer with a wondering desire to put him 
at ease. • 

was not aware that you and Mr Casaubon 
were in Eome, until this morning, when I saw you 
in the Yatican Museum,” he said. “ I knew you at 
once — ^but — I mean, that I concluded Mr Casaubon’s 
address would be found at the Poste Bestante, and 
I was anxious to pay my respects to him and you as 
early as possible.^' 

Pray sit down. He is not here now, but he will 
be glad to hear of you, I am sure,” said Dorothea, 
seating herself unthinkingly between the fire and 
the light of the tall window, and pointing to a chair 
opposite, with the quietude of a benignant matron. 
The signs of girlish sorrow in her face were only the 
more striking. “Mr Casaubon is much engaged; 
but you will leave your address — will you not? — 
and he will write to you.” 
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“You are very good,” said Ladiskw, beginning 
to lose his diffidence in the interest with which he 
was observing the signs of weeping which had 
altered her face. “ My address is on iny card. But 
if you will allow me I will call again to-nioiTow at 
an hour when Mr Casaulwn is likely to he at home.” 

“ Ho goes to read in the Library of the Vatican 
every day, and you can hardly see him except by 
an apiaiintincnt. Especially now. Wo are about 
to leave Romo, and ho is very Imsy. Ho is usually 
away almost from breakfast till dinner. But I am 
sure he will wish you to dine with us.” « 

Will Ijadislaw was struck miito for a few moments. 
He had never been fond of Mr Casaukm, and if it 
had not boon for the sense of obligation, would have 
laughed''at him as a Bat of cradition. But the idea 
of this dried-up pedant, this elaborator of small 
explanations about as im])ort!inl; as tho siu’jdus stock 
of false antiquities kept in a vendor’s Imok chandler, 
.having first got this adorable young creature to 
jmarry him, and then passing his iKiiii'yiuiiiui away 
from her, groping after his mouldy futilities (Will 
was given to hyperboIe)~thi8 sudden picture stirred 
him with a sort of comic disgust : ho was divided 
between the impulso to laugh aloud and the e(}ualiy 
unseasonable impulse to burst into scomftil invective. 
For an instant ho felt that tho struggle w'as causing 
a queer contortion of his mobile features, but with 
a good effort ha resolved it into nothing more 
offensive than a merry smile. 

Dorothea wondered; but tho smile was irresist- 
ible, and sbono back from her free too- Will I^uHs- 
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laY^’s smile was delightful, unless you were angry 
with him beforehand : it was a gush of inward light 
illuminating the transparent skin as well as the 
eyes, and playing about every curve and line as if 
some Ariel were touching them with a new charm, 
and banishing for ever the traces of moodiness. 
The reflection of that smile could not but have 
a little merriment in it too, even under dark eye- 
lashes still moist, as Dorothea said inquiringly, 
Something amuses you?’' 

^ Tes,” said Will, quick in finding resources. I 
am tllinking of the sort of figure I cut the first time 
I saw you, when you annihilated my poor sketch 
with your criticism.” 

“ My criticism ? ” said Dorothea, wondering still 
more. “ Surely not. I always feel pafticularly 
ignorant about painting.” 

“ I suspected you of knowing so much, that you 
knew how to say just v/hat was most cutting. You 
said — I daresay you don’t remember it as I do — 
that the relation of my sketch to nature was quite 
hidden jfrom you. At least, you implied that.” 
Will could laugh now as well as smile. 

That was really my ignorance,” said Dorothea, 
admiring Will’s go#d-humour. “ I must have said 
so only because I never could see any beauty in the 
pictures which my uncle told me all judges thought 
very fine. And I have gone about with just the 
same ignorance in Eome. There are comparatively 
few paintings that I can really enjoy. At first when 
I enter a room where the walls are covered with 
frescoes, or with rare pictures, I feel a kind of awe 
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—like a cluld present at groat coremonioa where 
there are grand robes and processions ; I feed niypelf 
in the presence of some higher life than iny own. 
But when I Iregin to examine the pictures one by 
one, the life goes out of them, or else is sometluiirv 
violent and strange to me. It must be my own 
dulnosH. I am seeing so much all at once, and not 
understanding half of it. That always makes one 
feel stupid. It is painful to bo told that anything 
is very fine and not be able to feel that it is fine 
—something like being blind, while people tolk of 
the 

“ Oh, there is a great deal in the fooling for art 
which must bo acquired," said Will, (It was im- 
possible now to doubt the diroctnoss of Dorothea’s 
confessioh..) “ Art is an old language with a great 
many artificial affected stylos, and sometirntw the 
chief pleasure one gets out of knowing thenr is the 
mere sense of knowing. I oiyoy the art of all sorts 
here immensely 5 but I supixmo if I could pick my 
enjoyment to pieces I should find it imulo up of 
many different threads. There is sonudhing in 
daubing a little one’s self, and Ixaving an idea of 
the process.’’ 

“You mean perhaps to be a painf.-r?’’ said I)on> 
thea, with a new direction of interest. “ You moan 
to^ make painting your profession? Mr Casaubon 
will like to hear tliat you have chosen a profession, ’’ 

“ No, oh no,’’ said Will, witli some coldness. “ I 
have cpiito made up my mind against it. It is too 
onesided a life. I have been seeing a great deal 
of the German artists here ; I travelled from Prank- 
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fort with one of them. Some are fme, even brilliant 
fellows— but I should not like to get into their way 
of looking at the world entirely from the studio 
point of view.” 

“ That I can understand,” said Dorothea, cordially. 
“ And in Eome it seems as if there were so many 
things which are more wanted in the world than 
pictures. But if you have a genius for painting, 
would it not be right to take that as a guide? 
Perhaps you might do better things than these — 
or different, so that there might not be so many 
pictiyes almost all alike in the same place.” 

There was no mistaking this simplicity, and Will 
was won by it into frankness. ' “ A man must have 
a very rare genius to make changes of that sort. 
I am afraid mine would not carry me ev#n to the 
pitch of doing well what has been done already, at 
least not so well as to make it worth while. And 
I should never succeed in anything by dint of 
drudgery. If things donT come easily to me I 
never get them.” 

“I have heard Mr Casaubon say that he regrets 
your want of patience,” said Dorothea, gently. She 
was rather shocked at this mode of taking all life 
as a holiday. ^ 

^‘Yes, I kn ow Mr Casauboffs opinion. He and 
I differ.” 

The slight streak of contempt in this hasty reply 
offended Dorothea. She was all the more suscep- 
tible about Mr Casaubon because of her morning’s 
trouble. 

“ Certainly you differ,” she said, rather proudly. 
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“I did not think of comparing yon: such power 
of persevering devoted labour as Mr Casanl)c>ns is 
not common,” 

Will saw that she was offended, but this only 
gave an additional impnlso to the new irritation of 
his latent dislike towards Mr Oasanbon. It was 
too intolerable that Dorothea should be worshipping 
this husband : such weakness in a wonian is pleasant 
to no man but the husband in question. IVIortals 
are easily tempted to pincli the life out of their 
neighbour’s buzzing glory, and think that such kill- 
ing is no mnnler. 

indeed/' lie answered, promptly. ^^And 

therefore it is a pity that it should bo thrown 
away, as so much English schnbirship is, for want 
of knowing what is being done by the rest of the 
world. If Mr Caaaubon road (lennau ho would save 
himself a great deal of trouble." 

“ I do not understand you,” said Dorothea, startled 

and anxious. 

I merely mean/' said Will, in an offliand way, 

“that the Germans have taken the loiul in historical 
inquiries, and they laugh at results which are got 
by groping about in woods with a pockot-compasH 
while they have made good roijds. When I was 
with Mr Casaubon I saw that ho deafened himself 
m that direction : it was almost against his will that 
he road a Latin treatise written by a Gorman. I 
was very sorry." 

Will only thought of giving a good pinch that 
would annihilate that vaunted laboriousness, and 
was 'unable to imagine the mode in which Dorotliea 
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would be wounded. Young Mr Ladislaw was not at 
all deep himself in German writers ; but very little 
achievement is required in order to pity another 
man’s shortcomings. 

Poor Dorothea felt a pang at the thought that the 
labour of her husband’s life might be void, which 
left her no energy to spare for the question whether 
this young relative who was so much obliged to him 
ought not to have repressed his observation. She 
did not even speak, but sat looking at her hands, 
absorbed in the piteousness of that thought. 

W^l, however, having given that annihilating 
pinch, was rather ashamed, imagining from Doro- 
thea’s silence that he had offended her still more ; 
and having also a conscience about plucking the 
tail-feathers from a benefactor. « 

regretted it especially,” he resumed, taking 
the usual course from detraction to insincere eulogy, 
because of my gratitude and respect towards my 
cousin. It would not signify so much in a man whose 
talents and character were less distinguished.” 

Dorothea raised her eyes, brighter than usual 
with excited feeling, and said in her saddest recita- 
tive, “How I wish I had learned German when I 
was at Lausanne I ^ There were plenty of German 
teachers. But now I can be of no use.” 

There was a new light, but still a mysterious 
light, for Will in Dorothea’s last words. The ques- 
tion how she had come to accept Mr Casaubon — 
which he had dismissed when he first saw her by 
saying that she must be disagreeable in spite of 
appearances — was not now to be answered on «any 
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such short and easy method Whatovor olso she 
might be, she was not disiigivcublc. Slio was not 
coldly clever and indirectly satirical, but adorably 
simple and full of feeling. She was an angel be- 
gtiilcd It would bo a unique delight to wait and 
watch for the melodious fragments in which her 
lieart and soul came forth so directly and iiigenu- 
onsly. The ,/Eolian harp again came into his mind. 

Slio must have made some original romance for 
herself in this marriage. And if Mr Casauhon had 
been a dragon who had carried her off to his lair 
with his talons simply and without legal forms, it 
would have been an unnvoidablo feat of lieroism 
to release her and fall at her feet. But ho was 
something more nnmanageablo than a dragon : ho 
was a bmefaotor with eolloctivo society at his Imck 
and he was at that moment entering the room in 
all the nnimpcachahli! correctness of his demeanour, 
while Dorothea was looking animated with a nowly- 
rousod alarm and regret, and Will was looking 
animated with his admiring speculation about her 
feelings. 

Mr Casaubon felt a surprise which was quite nn- 
mixed with pleasure, but ho did not swerve from 
his usual politeness of greeting, when Will rose and 
explained his presence. Mr Gasaulwn was loss 
happy than usual, and this i^rhaps made him Irmk 
all the dimmer and more faded ; else, the effect 
might easily have been produced by the contrast 
of his young cousin’s appearance. * The first im- 
pression on seeing Will was one of sunny bright- 
ness, which added to the uncertainty of his changing 
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expression. Surely, his very features changed their 
form ; his jaw looked sometimes large and some- 
times small; and the little ripple in his nose was 
a preparation for metamorphosis. When he tnrned 
his head quickly his hair seemed to shake out light, 
and some persons thought they saw decided genius 
in this coruscation. Mr Casaubon, on the contrary, 
stood rayless. 

As Dorothea's eyes were turned anxiously on her 
husband she was perhaps not insensible to the con- 
trast, but it was only mingled with other causes in 
makiiig her more conscious of that new alarm on his 
behalf which’ was the first stirring of a pitying ten- 
derness fed by the realities of his lot and not by her 
own dreams. Yet it was a source of greater freedom 
to her that Will was there ; his young equality was 
agreeable, and also perhaps his openness to convic- 
tion. She felt an immense need of some one to 
speak to, and she had never before seen any one 
who seemed so quick and pliable, so likely to under- 
stand everything. 

Mr Casaubon gravely hoped that Will was passing 
his time profitably as well as pleasantly in Eome — 
had thought his intention was to remain in South 
Germany — but be^jged him to come and dine to- 
morrow, when he could converse more at large : at 
present he was somewhat weary. Ladislaw under- 
stood, and accepting the invitation immediately 
took his leave. 

Dorothea’s eyes followed her husband anxiously, 
while he sank down wearily at the end of a sofa, 
and resting his elbow supported his head and looked 

VOL. L X 
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on tlie floor. A little flushed, and with Iniglit eyes, 
she seated herself beside him, and said— 

Forgive mo f(»r speaking so hastily to you this 
morning. I was wrong. I fear I hurt you and 
made the day more btxrdensome.^’ 

“I am glad that yon feel that, my d(‘ar,” said Mr 
dasaubon. Ho spoke qtiietly ami bowed his head a 
little, but tliero was still an uneasy feeling in his 
eyes as he looked at lun*. 

^^kit you do forgive me?” said Dorothea, with 
a quick soh. In lier need for some manifestation 
of feeling she was ready to exaggerate hiuv,.own 
fault. Would not love sc^o retunnng penitences afar 
off, and fall on its nook and kiss it ? 

My dear Dorotlxea— ^ who with repentance is not 
satisfied, *^is not of heaven nor eartlid— yoti do not 
think me worthy to be banislied by tliat sevco'e 
sentence,” said Mr Casaubon, exerting himself to 
make a strong statement, and also to smile faintly. 

Dorothea was silent, but a tear which had come 
tap with the sob would insist on falling. 

You are excited, my dear. And I also am 
feeling some unpleasant consequences of too much 
mental disturbance,” said Mr Casaubon. In 
he had it in lus tliought to tcdl^hor that she ought 
not to have received young Ladislaw in his absence ; 
but he abstained, partly from tlie sens© that it would 
b© xmgraoious to bring a new (Munphuni in the mo- 
ment of her penitent acknowledgment; partly because 
he wanted to avoid further agitation of' himself by 
speech, and partly because he was too proud to betray 
thaf jealousy of disposition which WM not so ex- 
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haiisteci on his scholarly compeers that there was 
none to spare in other directions. There is a sort 
of jealousy which needs yery little fire : it is hardly 
a passion, but a blight bred in the clondy, damp 
despondency of uneasy egoism. 

think it is time for ns to dress,’' he added, 
looking at his watch. They both rose, and there 
was never any farther allusion between them to 
what had passed on this day. 

But Dorothea remembered it to the last with the 
vividness with which we all remember epochs in 
our experience when some dear expectation dies, or 
some new motive is bom. To-day she had begun 
to see that she had been under a wild illusion in 
expecting a response to her feeling from Mr Casau- 
bon, and she had felt the waking of a presentiment 
that there might be a sad consciousness in his life 
which made as great a need on his side as on her 
own. 

We are all of us born in moral stupidity, taking 
the world as an udder to feed our supreme selves : 
Dorothea had early begun to emerge from that 
stupidity, but yet it had been easier to her to ima- 
gine how she would devote herself to Mr Casaubon, 
and become wise a^d strong in his strength and 
wisdom, than to conceive with that distinctness 
which is no longer reflection but feeling — an idea 
wrought back to the directness of sense, like the 
solidity of objects — that he had an equivalent centre 
of self, whence the lights and shadows must always 
fall with a certain difference. 
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“ ; i^lk llaJt simiite ei Iwmrift. 

Xis Mactimnt |mi k ttmK nlk falmit k him ; 

I)t5ji till wi-nir eUis ttm fit ranrn^nf*, 

Kt tout on Hecmtant TOmmo k t!«iur i» lintirio, 

Sunn owr y ponsor, J# hi! donual ii^ tnkn ; 

Bllo oiiitwftft urn vin, et ti*«a «ut Jaumli rlni/* 

— m Mcimiw* 

Will IJIdislaw was delightfully ugrt-cithlc at. din- 
net the next day, and gave no i.j.i».rfmiify for Mr 
Gasanbon to show diBapprolxition. On the oontnuy 
it seemed to Dorothea that Will hiwi a hajipier way 
of drawing her husband into conversation and of 
deferentially listening to him than she had over <d)- 
served in any one before. To bo sure, the lisfisnors 
about Tipton were not highly gift«l I Will talked 
a good deal himself but what he said was thrown 
in with such rapidity, and witlvsuch an unimiKtrtant 
air of saying sonudhing by the way, that it seomed 
a gay little chime after the great bell If Will was 
not always perfect, this was certainly one of his go<«l 
days. He doscrilied touches of incident among tli« 
poor people in Rome, only to bo seen by one who 
could move about freely; he fennd himself in agree- 
ment with Mr Gasanbon as to the unsound opinions 
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of Middleton concerning the relations of Judaism and 
Catholicism ; and passed easily to a half-enthusiastic 
half-playful picture of the enjoyment he got out of 
the very miscellaneousness of Eome, which made 
tlie mind flexible with constant comparison, and 
saved you from seeing the world’s ages as a set 
of box-like partitions without vital connection. Mr 
Casaubon’s studies, Will observed, had always been 
of too broad a kind for that, and he had perhaps 
never felt any such sudden effect, but for himself 
he confessed that Eome had given him quite a new 
sens^of history as a whole : the fragments stimulated 
his imagination and made him constructive. Then 
occasionally, but not too often, he appealed to Doro- 
thea, and discussed what she said, as if her sentiment 
were an item to be considered in the final jfidgment 
even of the Madonna di Foligno or the Laocoon. A 
sense of contributing to form the world’s opinion 
makes conversation particularly cheerful; and Mr 
Casaubon too was not without his pride in his young 
wife, who spoke better than most women, as indeed 
he had perceived in choosing her. 

Since things were going on so pleasantly, Mr 
Oasatibon’s statement that his labours in the Library 
would be suspende(i for a couple of days, and that 
after a brief renewal he should have no further 
reason for staying in Eome, encouraged Will to 
urge that Mrs Casaubon should not go away with- 
out seeing a studio or two. Would not Mr Casau- 
bon take her? That sort of thing ought not to be 
missed: it was quite special: it was a form oOife 
that grew like a small fresh vegetation with* its 
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population of infiecte on huge Will would 

bo bappy to condtiot tlKun— n«'jt to atiribiu-; woari- 
some, only to a few 4‘x;uiipb'/. 

Mr CaBaul>oii, seeing Dorothea look mru.-Mly to- 
wards him, cotild not l.mt iisk liiw if «!ie wouhl fie 
intorostod in such visits : lie tfiis now at her serviee 
dtiring the whole day ; and it wiii iigreiu! tiiat Will 
should come on the morrow and ilrivo witli tlieiin 

Will could not cuiiit ThorwaldHctu a. living ecdeb- 
rity abotit whom even Mr ('u*«^aubon iTit|nio-d, but 
before tbo day was far advant‘erl foil th<^ way to 
the studio of Ids friend Adolf Kanmann, whrf^n he 
montioiUMl as one <»f thr^ chief rtumvii tors of Christian 
art, one of those who had not only revived but 
cxpamhul that gnuid conception of supreme ©vents 
as mysferios at which thr^ HuceeHnivii ages wore 
sp(JOtatorH, and in ndation to which the great ncmli 
of all periodn beeanu) as it were eonletnjHearies* 
Will added that ho had muilo himself Naumann’a 
pupil for the nonce. 

have boon making somt^ (Hl-sketohii under 
him/’ said Will hate copying. I mu«t init 
somtdhing of my own in. Naumann has been 
painting the Saints drawing the {!ar of tlio Clhtirtdi, 
and I have Ihhui making a ski,dt*h of Miirlowi/s 
Tamburlainu Driving the Com|u<u*i»d Kings in Mi 
Chariot. I am not go ©(jch'^mastiital as Namnann, 
and I somotimc.s twit him with hm excciis of ratftii- 
ing. But this time I mean to cmtd<i him in breadth 
of intention. I take Tamlairkine in hk ohiiriot fm* 
the^ tremendous course of the wiadcrs physical hln- 
tory lashing on the harnessed dynjistlcs. In my 
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opinion, that is a good, mythical interpretation.” 
Will hero looked at Mr Casanhon, who received this 
offhand treatment of symbolism very uneasily, and 
bowed with a neutral air. 

“The sketch must be very grana, if it conveys 
so much,” said Dorothea. “I should need some 
explanation even of the meaning you give. Do you 
intend Tamburlaine to represent earthquakes and 
volcanoes ? ” 

“ Oh yes,” said Will, laughing, “ and migrations of 
races and clearings of forests — and America and the 
steana-engine. Everything you can imagine I 

“What a difficult kind of shorthand I” said Dor- 
othea, smiling torrards her husband. “ It would 
require all your knowledge to be able to read it.” 

Mr Casaubon blinked furtively at Will. *He had a 
suspicion that he was being laughed at. But it was 
not possible to include Dorothea in the suspicion. 

They found Naumann painting industriously, but 
no model was present ; his pictures were advantage- 
ously anrangcd, and his own plain vivacious person 
set off by a dove -coloured blouse and a maroon 
velvet cap, so that everything was as fortunate as 
if he had expected the beautiful young English 
lady exactly at tl^t time. 

The painter in his confident English gave little 
dissertations on his finished and unfinished subjects, 
seeming to observe Mr Casaubon as much as he did 
Dorothea. Will burst in here and there with ar- 
dent words of praise, marking out particular merits 
in his friend’s work ; and Dorothea felt that she was 
getting (^^uite new notions as to the significance of 
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Madonnas seated nndet ine:s:plit‘ahlo canojiioil tlirones 
with the simple county as a tmckgrraiiiil, and gf 
saints with arelutoctural mcxlek in tladr hands, or 
kihves accidentallj wedged in tlieir skulk* Some 
things which had seemed monstrous to lif*r were 
gadiering intelligibility and even a naturnl inimm 
ing ; but all this was apparently a bmneh of know-* 
ledge in whicli Mr Gfmauk.in hmi not interegted 
himself* 

think I would rather fool thiit {lainting is 
l)eautiful tlian have to read it as an enigma; but 
I should learn to understand tliese pictunis mntmr 
than yours with the veiy widt3 meaning/* said Doro- 
thea, speaking to Will 

^*Don*t speak of my painting before Nmimann/* 
said WiE will tell you, it is al! jtfuseksm, 

which is his most oppri»brious word!” 

^^Is that true?” said Dorotlniii, turning Iii*,r sin- 
core eyes on Kaumann, who made a uliglit grimace 
and said— 

Oh, he does not mean it ieriously with painting* 
His walk must be hdk$-Mtrm. That m wi-ide*” 

Nauraannk jn'onunciniion of the vowel seemed to 
stretch the word satirically. Will did not liiilf like 
it, but managed to laugh ; and |Ir Casankm, while 
he felt some disgust at the artistk Cteniiati accent, 
began to entertain a little respect for liii jiidicioui 
severity* 

Ihe respect was not diminished when Nanmaiin, 

after drawing Will aside for a moment and looking, 
first at a large canvas, then at Mr Oasauboii, came 
forwird again and said— 
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“ My friend Ladislaw thinks yon will pardon me, 
sir, if I say .that a sketch of yonr head wonld be 
invalnable to me for the St Thomas Aquinas in my 
picture there. It is too much to ask 5 but I so 
seldom see just what I want — ^the idealistic in the 
real.’’ 

“You astonish me greatly, sir,” said Mr Casau- 
bon, his looks improved with a glow of delight; 
“but if my poor physiognomy, which I have been 
accustomed to regard as of the commonest order, 
can be of any use to you in furnishing some traits 
for I4ie angelical doctor, I shaU feel honoured. That 
is to say, if the operation wiH not be a lengthy one ; 
and if Mrs Casaubon will not object to the delay.” 

As for Dorothea, nothing could have pleased her 
more, unless it had been a miraculous foice pro- 
nouncing Mr Casaubon the wisest and worthiest 
among the sons of men. In that case her tottering 
faith would have become firm again. 

Naumann’s apparatus was at hand in wonderfal 
completeness, and the sketch went on at once as 
well as the conversation. Dorothea sat down and 
subsided into calm silence, feeling happier than she 
had done for a long while before. Every one about 
her seemed good, ^j;id she said to herself that Eome, 
if she had only been less ignorant, would have been 
full of beauty : its sadness would have been winged 
with hope. No nature could be less suspicious than 
hers: when she was a child she beheved in the 
gratitude of wasps and the honourable susceptibility 
of sparrows, and was proportionately indignant when 
their baseness was made manifest. 
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Tlio adroit artist was nskinjj; lilr (‘uMiuiinm qtujs- 
tions ainrut Englisli polititw, which hronght long 
answers, and Will nioanwiiilo liad pcndiwi iiiinsclf 
on some stops in tho Iiachgn>un.i all. 

Presently Nanninnn said — “ Now if I oonld lay 
this by for half an Itonr and take it tqt .igain .-..me 
and look, I^adislaw — I think it is iinrfcet so far.” 

Will vented those adjuring iiiterjeetions which 
imply tliat adminition is ttx) strong for syntajc ; and 
Naumanu said in a tone of piteous regret— 

“Ah — now — if I could but have had more— hut 
you have other engiigfrnciits T could not ask*"it-~ 
or oven to come again tiMuorn*w,” 

“Oh, let us stay!” said Dorothea. “Wo Imve 
nothing to do to-day exotqit go akmt, have we?” 
she addl'd, looking cntrcatingly at Mr Oasanhm. 
“ It would be a pity not to make tlie head as goo<l 
as possible.” 

“I am at your service, sir, in tho mattwr,” said 
Mr Gasaubon, with polite condosccnsbtj. “ Having 
given up tho interior of my head to idleness, it is as 
well that the exterior slionld work in this way." 

“You are unspeakably good a<»vv I am happy!” 

said Naumanu, and then wont on in Oemmn to Will, 
pointing here and there to tho akotoh as if ho were 
considering that. Patting it aside for a momiuit, he 
looked round rnguely, as if seeking some occupa- 
tion for his visitors, and afterwards tundng to Mr 
Casauljon, said — 

“ Perliaps tho beautiful bride, tlie gracious lady, 
would not be unwilling to let me ill iip tlw time 
by &ying to naako a slight sketch of her— not, of 
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courBe; as you see, for tliat picture — only as a single 
study.’’ 

Mr Casaubon, bowing, doubted not tliat Mrs 
Casaubon would oblige him, and Dorothea said, 
at once, “Where shall I put myself?” 

Naumann was all apologies in asking her to stand, 
and allow him to adjust her attitude, to which she 
submitted without any of the affected airs and laughs 
frequently thought necessary on such occasions, when 
the painter said, “ It is as Santa Clara that I want 
you to stand — leaning so, with your cheek against 
yoiir hand — so — looking at that stool, please, so ! ” 

Will was divided between the inclination to fall 
at the Saint’s feet and kiss her robe, and the tempta- 
tion to knock hTaumann down while he was adjusting 
her arm. All this was impudence and cfesecration, 
and he repented that he had brought her. 

The artist was diligent, and Will recovering him- 
self moved about and occupied Mr Casaubon as 
ingeniously as he could; but he did not in the 
end prevent the time from seeming long to that 
gentleman, as was clear from his expressing a fear 
that Mrs Casaubon would be tired. Naumann took 
the hint and said — 

“Now, sir, if jou can oblige me again, I will 
release the lady-wife.” 

So Mr Casaubon’s patience held out further, and 
when after all it turned out that the head of Saint 
Thomas Aquinas would be more perfect if another 
sitting could be had, it was granted for the morrow. 
On the morrow Santa Clara too was retouched more 
than once. The result of all was so far hoA dis- 
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pleasing to Mr Casauboii, that hci ftir tlics 

purchase of the picture in whic^li Saint Thomas 
Aquinas sat among the dootorB of thi:i (Jimrcli in 
a disputation too abstract to be repreHeiitf^d, luit 
listened to with more or less fittention hy mt 
audience above. The Santa Claray wliicli was 
spoken of in the secornl placcy Naumanti cleoliired 
himself to be dissatisfied with “lie cmiici not, in 
conHcien(*e, engage to make a wortliy picture of 
it; so about the Santa Clara the a.rmngrnjf^nt wiig 
conditional. 

I will not dwell on Naumann^s jokes at ^th© 
expense of Mr Casaubon that evenings or on liis 
dithymmbs about Dorothea's ehiinii, in all wltich 
Will joined, but with a difference. No sooner did 
Naumann^ mention any detail of Dorotlicta's btiiiufy, 
than Will got exaspemted at his prf\snmpf ion : there 
was groHHUcKs in his choice of the most ordinary 
words, and what business had he to talk of her lips? 
She was not a woman to be spoken of m other 
women were. Will could not say just wimt ho 
thought, but ha became irritablo. And jot, when 
after some resistance he had consented to take the 
Oasaubons to his frienffs studio, ho hud Immi allurcKl 
by the gratification of his pride being the person 
who could grant Nanmann such an opportunity of 
studying her loveliness — or mther her divinoni*sH, 
for the ordinary phrases which, might apply to tmm 
bodily prettiness were not appli(*aid<% to Imn (Cer* 
tainly all Tipton and its neighl^ourhood, m well ai 
Dorothea herself, would have been surprisetd at her 
beauCy being made so much of In that i»rt of the 
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world Miss Brooke had been only a “fine young 
woman.”) 

“Oblige me by letting the subject drop, Nanmann. 
Mrs Casanbon is not to be talked of as if she were 
a model,” said WiU. Nanmann stared at him. 

“ Schon ! I will talk of my Aquinas. The head 
is not a bad type, after all. I daresay the great 
scholastic himself would have been flattered to have 
his portrait asked for. Nothing like these starchy 
doctors for vanity ! It was as I thought : he cared 
ranch less for her portrait than his own.” 

4^ He’s a cursed wliite-blooded pedantic ooxcomb,” 
said WiU, with gnashing impetuosity. His obliga- 
tions to Mr Casanbon were not known to Ms hearer, 
but WiU himself was thinking of them, and wishing 
that he could discharge them aU by a che^lne. 

Naumann gave a shrug and said, “ It is good they 
go away soon, my dear. They are spoiling your 
fine temper.” 

AU WiU’s hope and contrivance were now con- 
centrated on seeing Dorothea when she was alone. 
He only wanted her to take more emphatic notice of 
him ; he only wanted to be something more special 
in her remembrance than he could yet believe him- 
self likely to be^ He was rather impatient under 
that open ardent goodwiU, which he saw was her 
usual state of feeling. The remote worship of a 
woman throned out of their reach plays a great part 
in men’s Uves, but in most cases the w’or^ipper 
longs for some queenly recognition, some approving 
sign by which his soul’s sovereign may cheer Mm 
without descending from her Mgh place. • That 
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waB pr(‘ciBf‘ly what Will wanteri Bat fhera were 
pl(‘nty of contraclictioiiB in hiB ininginafivo 'cloinanilH, 
It was beaiitifiil to see how Dorothcm^s oyes ttirnoil 
with wifely anxiety and besaocliii'iig to Mr (^asatiboii : 
she wotild have lost some of her halo if she had b<3en 
without tliat duteotis pn^oecnpstion ; and yet at the 
nc‘xt moment the htiBband’s sandy iibKorption of 
Buc‘h nectar was too intolerable! and Wilfs long, 
ing to say damaging things alxait him was iM,!rliii|:is 
not the less tormenting becatiso he felt thii at»ng€*st 
reasons for restraining it. 

Will liad not been invited to dine the next day. 
he persuaded himstdf that lici wii« iMiniid to 
call, and that tlm only eligible timo wiw tlin middla 
of the day, when Mr (hisanbcm would not bo at 
honu^. ^ 

Dorotliea, who had not lieen mink aware tlmt tier 
former reception of Will had disploased her 1ms- 
band, had no hesitation about seeing liini, esp'^rinlly 
as ho might be come to |my a faruwcill visit When 
he entered she was looking at some cmmooi whkii 
she had been buying for Celia. BIio groetod Will 
as if his visit were quite a matter of course, and 
said at once, having a cameo bracelet in her band~ 
am so glad you are come. Perhaps you 
understand all about cameos, and can tell me if 
these are really good. I wished to have you with 
us in choosing tliam, but M^r Casauhoa objected; 
lie thought there was not time. He will iiiiih his 
work to-morrow, and we shall go away in thro© 
(lays. I have been uneasy fdiout tlieio cameos. 
Pray lit down and look at thein/^ 
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I am not particiilarly knowing, but there can be 
no great mistake abont these little Homeric bits : 
they are exquisitely neat. And the colour is fine : 
it will just suit you.” 

Oh, they are for my sister, who has quite a 
different complexion. You saw her with me at 
Lowick: she is light -haired and very pretty — at 
least I think so. We w’ere never so long away 
from each other in our lives before. She is a great 
pet, and never was naughty in her life. I found 
out before I came away that she wanted me to buy 
her ^ome cameos, and I should be sorry for them 
not to be good — after their kind.” Dorothea added 
the last words with a smile. 

You seem not to care about cameos,” said Will, 
seating himSelf at some distance from he^ and ob- 
serving her while she closed the cases. 

“No, frankly, I don^t think them a great object 
in life,” said Dorothea. 

“ I fear you are a heretic about art generally. 
How is that? I should have expected you to be 
very sensitive to the, beautiful everywhere.” 

“ I suppose I am dull about many things,” said 
Dorothea,; simply, “I should like to make life 
beautiful — I mean -everybody’s life. And then all 
this immense expense of art, that seems somehow 
to lie outside life and make it no better for the 
world, pains one. It spoils my enjoyment' of any- 
thing when I am made to think that most people 
are shut out from it.” 

“I call that the fanaticism of sympathy,” said 
Will, impetuously. “ You might say the . sante of 
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laiidscapo, of poetry, of all n’tfiiieiinoiit* If you 
carried it otit yoti otight to be niki'mlilrf in your 
own goodness, and turn evil that you iniglit liiivi'i 
no advantage over others. Tlie liest jdr*fy is to 
enjoy — when yon earn Ycni are doing the 
then to save the earth’s ehiiraeter ns iiti figroc^iilile 
planet. And enjoyment radiates. It is of iiri ti«ii 
lo try and take care (»f all tho world ; tlnit is latiiig 
taken care of when yon feel delight*- in iirt or in 
anything else. Would yon turn all the yniitli cif 
the world into a tragic chorus, availing anil inoral- 
ising over misery? I sugi::H;‘ct tfiat you Iwive a«rnii 
false belief in tho virttros of misc^ry, and tvant to 
make your life a martyrdom/* Will liiif! giiii© 
further than he intended, and clieckcfd liiiiiiidf* 
But Dorothea’s thouglrt was taking jiwt tlm 
same direction as his own, and iho answered witli* 
out any special emotion— 

Indeed you mistake me. I am not a sad, iiadan-. 
choly creature. I am never nnluippy long togwtiior. 

I am angry and natighty— not Ilka Ckdia': I litiva ii 
great outburst, and then all seems glorioiw iigaiin 
I cannot help believing in glorious thiiigi tti m 
blind sort of way. I should b© quit# willing to 
enjoy the art here, but there jjs so mueli tliiit I 
don’t know tho reason of— so miicdi that Kiiiitii lo 
me a consecration of xigliness rather tlmii kwitity. 
The painting and sculjU-un^ may \v*urd.*-rfnl Iiiit 
the feeling is often low and brutal, and scittictliiifis 
even ridiciilous. Here and there I i©# wlml takes 
me at once as noble — something that I iiiiglifc ciotii* 
pai’^with the Alban Mounteins or the siiiisiit from 
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tlie Pincian. Hill ; but tbat makes it the greater pity 
that there is so little of the best kind among all that 
naass of things over which men have toiled so.’' 

Of course there is always a great deal of poor 
work : the rarer things want that soil to grow in.” 

“ Oh dear,” said Dorothea, taking np that thought 
into the chief current of her anxiety, I see it must 
be very difficult to do anything good. I have often 
felt since I have been in Eome that most of our lives 
would look much uglier and more bungling than the 
pictures, if they could be put on the wall.” 

. Dorothea parted her lips again as if she were 
going to say more, but changed her mind and 
paused. 

‘^You are too young — it is an anachronism for 
you to have such thoughts,” said Will energeti- 
cally, with a quick shake of the head habitual to 
him. “You talk as if you had never known any 
youth. It is monstrous — as if you had had a 
vision of Hades in your childhood, like the boy in 
the legend. You have been brought up in some 
of those horrible notions that choose the sweetest 
women to devour — like Minotaurs. And now you 
will go and be shut up in that stone prison at 
Lowick : you' will Jdo buried alive. It makes me 
savage to think of it ! I would rather never have 
seen you than think of you with such a prospect.” 

Will again feared that he had gone too far 5 but 
the meaning we attach to words depends on our 
feeling, and his tone of angry regret had so much 
kindness in it for Dorothea’s heart, which had al- 
ways been giving out ardour and had never Seen 
VOL. I. Y 



338 


MIDBLEMAECIL 


fed with much from the living beings aroiincl !icr, 
tluit she felt a new sense of gratitude and iinswered 
with a gentle Bmile“ 

“ It is very good of you to ho anxicnis abcuit me. 
It is because you did not like I^uvlok yoiirHidf: you 
ha<l set your heart on another kind of life. But 
Lowiok is my <diosen home.'* 

Tlie last sentenee was spoken wiili iiii 
solemn cadence, and Will di«l not know wlmt 
say, since it would not be ttseful for liiiii to eiiitiraurn 
h(‘r slippers, and tell her that he wtuild die for her : 
it was clear that she recpiired nothing of tlio #'ori; 
and they were k>th silent for a moment or twt>, 
wlum Dorothea began again with an air of saying 
at last what had been in her mind hiidorehiimi 
I waited to ask you again iilKUii soinetliing you 
said the other day. Perhaps it was half of it your 
lively way of speaking: I. notice that you like to 
Xm,t things strongly; I myself o,fton oxaggeriilii when 
I speak hastily.** 

‘‘What was it?** said Will, observing that sIjo 
spoke with a timidity quite new in lior. I have 
a hyperbolical tongue : it catohoi ir# ii« it goes* 1 
daresay I shall have to retnmi** 

“I mean wliat you said alwit tlia nei^iiity of 
knowing German— I mean, for the iubjioti that Mr 
(kisaubon is engaged in. I have tain thinking 
about it ; and it seems to me that witli Mr Oiiian- 
hon’s learning he must have before him tli© iiimti 
materials as German sohola?s~liai Iici not?” Boro* 
thea*s timidity was due to^ an indiitiiiet oonniious'- 
ness that she was in the strange sitmtioii of c«m- 
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stilting a tliird person about the adequacy of Mr 
Casaiibon’s learning. 

Not exactly the same materials/^ said Will, think- 
ing that he would be duly reserved. “He is not 
an Orientalist, you know. He does not profess to 
have more than second-hand knowledge there.’’ 

“But there are very valuable books about anti- 
quities which were written a long while ago by 
scholars who knew nothing about these modern 
things ; and they are still used. Why should Mr 
Casaubon’s not be valuable, like theirs ? ” said 
Do»thea, with more remonstrant energy. She was 
impelled to have the argument aloud, which she had 
been having in her own mind. 

“ That depends on the line of study taken,” said 
Will, also getting a tone of rejoinder. “ Tfie subject 
Mr Casaubon has chosen is as changing as chemis- 
try : new discoveries are constantly making new 
points of view. Who wants a system on the basis 
of the four elements, or a book to refute Pai-acelsus? 
Do you not see that it is no use now to be crawl- 
ing a little way after men of the last century — men 
like Bryant— and correcting their mistakes? — ^liv- 
ing in a lumber-room and furbishing up broken- 
legged theories about Chus and Mizraim?” 

“How can you bear to speak so lightly?” said 
Dorothea, with a look between sorrow and anger. 
“If it were as you say, what could be sadder than 
so much ardent labour all in vain? I wonder it 
does not affect you more painfully, if you really 
think that a man like Mr Casaubon, of so much 
goodness, power, and learning, should in any way 
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fail in what has bom ih(» labour of !ii« host yoiiw*’* 
Siu^ was bo|j^iniiiii|j^ to bo HluH’kotl that s!i6 linfl |^ot 
to HUf4x a point of mipp<)sition, and indigmiiit witli 
Will for having lod hor to it. 

Ycni quoHtloufMl nic‘ jibotit the iniitter of faob tint 
of f(M4ing/' Haiti Will. .But if you wkli to piinkfi 
mo for ihi) fact, I Hubmit. 1 am not in a j>o»itioii 
to t^xprt'HH my focding Itnvard .Mr Ctiiiiuboii : it wxitild 
b(5 at b(*Ht a pfUiHiom^r h onlogy.*^ 

‘‘Pray (.^xcniHo im*/' saul .Dorotlieii, colouring deep- 
ly. I arn awari>, an yt»u say, that I fiin in fault 
in luiving intnKlut*cKl tin* subject. Indeed^ P«am 
wrong altogtdht^r. Failure after tnig pcrs«*vcraiico 
m much grandeur than nmau' it) have a st riving gra>d 
enough to he called a fuihire/^ 

I (|uTtc agrt ‘0 with ymtd’ said Will, detf»rminetl 
to change the situation— so much ho that 1 Imvrs 
made up my mind not to run that, rink <*f novfU‘ 
attaining a failures. Mr (laHaubon’s gme rosity liaa 
perhapH been dang^'naiH ttj me^ atid I tneati to r*^- 
nounco the liberty it has given mt*. f tm*un to go 
back to Kngland shortly and work my own way 
depend on nobody cIho than mysetf.^^ 

That is fine— I respect that fetding/^ wiid Doro- 
thea, with returning kindm‘HH- tliJui Mr (JamiulKm, 
I am sure, has never thought of anything in tlm 
matter excicpt what was most for your welfan^.” 

^‘8he has olmtiiumy and pritle entnigh to servii 
instead of love, now she has married him/' mid Will 
to himself Aloud he said, rising - 
“ I shall not see you again." 

Oh, stay till Mr Casanhon ctuu(*s/’ sc, id Dondihea., 
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earnestly. “I am so glad -we mot in Kome. I 
wanted, to know you.” 

“And I have made you angry,” said Will. “I 
have made you think ill of me.” 

“ Oh no. My sister tells me I am always angry 
with people who do not say just what I like. But 
I hope I am not given to think ill of them. ■ In the 
end I am usually obliged to think iU of myself, for 
being so impatient.” 

“ Still, you don’t like mo ; I have made myself 
an unpleasant thought to you." 

“iTot at all,” said Dorothea, with the most open 
kindness. “ I like you very much.” 

Will was, not quite contented, thinking that he 
would apparently have been of more importance if 
he had been disliked. He said nothing, bflt looked 
dull, not to say sulky. 

“And I am quite interested to see what you will 
do,” Dorothea went on cheerfully. “I believe de- 
voutly in a natural difference of vocation. If it were 
not for that belief, I suppose I should be very narrow 
—there are so many things, besides painting, that 
I am quite ignorant of. You would hardly believe 
how little I .have taken in of muSio afid literature, 
which you know so much of I wonder what your 
vocation will turn out to be : perhaps you will be 
a poet?” 

“That depends. To be a poet is to have a 'soul 
so quick to discern that no shade of quality escapes 
it, and so quick to feel, that discernment is but a 
hand playing with finely- ordered variety on the 
chords of emotion— a soul in which knowledge 
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passes instantaneously into feeling, and feeling 
flashes back as a new organ of knowledge. One 
may have that condition by fits only.” 

“But you leave out tho poems,” said Dorothea. 
“I think they are wanted to complete tho poet. 
I understand what you mean about knowledge pass- 
ing into feeling, for that seems to be just what I 
experience. But I am sure I could never produce 
a poem.” 

“ You are a poem — and that is to be the best part 
of a poet — what makes up the poet’s consciousness 
in his best moods,” said Will, showing sucli oidgi- 
nality as we all share with the morning and the 
spring-time and other endless renewals. 

“I am very glad to hear it,” said Dorothea, 
laughing* out her words in a bird -like modula- 
tion, and looking at Will with playful gratitude 
in her eyes. “What very kind things you say 
to me!” , 

“ I wish I could ever do anything that would be 
what ypm call kind — that I could ever be of the 
slightest wrfice to you. I fear I shall never have 
the opportunity.” Will spoke with fervour. 

“Oh yes,” said Dorothea, cordially. “It will 
come ; and I shall remember how„ well you wish me. 
I quite hoped that wo should bo friends when I first 
saw you— because of your relationship to Mr Oasau- 
bon.” There was a certain liquid brightness in her 
eyes, and Will was conscious that his own wore 
obeying a law of nature and filling too. I'ho 
allusion to Mr Casaubon would have spoiled all if 
anything at that moment could have spoiled tho 
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subduing power, the sweet dignity, of her noble 
unsuspicious inexperience. 

“ And there is one thing even now that you can 
do,” said Dorothea, rising and walking a little way 
under the strength of a recurring impulse. ^‘Pro- 
mise me that you will not again, to any one, speak 
of that subject— I mean about Mr Casaubon^s writ- 
ings — I mean in that kind of way. It was I who 
led to it. It was my fault. But promise me.’' 

She had returned from her brief pacing and stood 
opposite Will, looking gravely at him. 

“Certainly, I will promise you,” said Will, red- 
dening however. If he never said a cutting word 
about Mr Casaubon again and left off receiving 
favours from him, it would clearly be permissible 
to hate him the more. The poet must knbw how to 
hate, says Goethe ; and Will was at least ready with 
that accomplishment. He said that he must go now 
without waiting for Mr Casaubon, whom he would 
come to take leave of at the last moment. Dorothea 
gave him her hand, and they exchanged a simple 
“ Good-bye.” 

But going out of the porte cocMre he met Mr 
Casaubon, and th^t gentleman, expressing the best 
wishes for his cousin, politely waived the pleasure 
of any further leave-taking on the morrow, which 
would be sufficiently crowded with the preparations 
for departure. 

“ I have something to tell you about our cousin 
Mr Ladislaw, which I think will heighten your 
opinion of him,” said Dorothea to her husband in 
the coixrse of the evening. She had mentioned im- 
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mediately on his entering that Will had jnsi gone 
away, and wonld come again, but Mr Oasaubon had 
fiaid,- “I met- him outside, and we made our final 
adieux, I believe,” saying this with the air and tone 
by which we imply that any subject, whethor private 
or public, does not interest us enough to wisii for a 
further remark upon it. So Dorothea had waited. 

“Wliat is that, my love?” said Mr Oasaubon (ho 
always said “my lovo” wlien his manncjr was the 
coldest). 

“He has made up his mind to leave off wandering 
at once, and to give up his dopondence on your 
generosity. Ho moans soon to go back to England, 
and Work his own way. I thought you would con- 
sider that a good sign,” said Dorothea, with uti 
appealing* look into her hu.sband’s neutral face. 

“ Did ho mention the precise order of occupation 
to which he would addict himself?” 

“No. But he said that ho felt the danger %vhich 
lay for him in your generosity. Of cf)nrHo he will 
write to you about it. Do you not think hcitter of 
him for his rosolvo ? ” 

“ I shall await his communication on the subjtv.t,” 
said Mr Oasaubon. ’ 

“ I told him I was sure that tjio thing you con- 
sidered in all you did for him was his own welfare. 

I remembered your goodness in what you said alnuit 
him when I first saw him at Lowick,” said Dorothea, 
putting her hand on her husband’s. 

“ I had a duty towards him,” said Mr Casaulmn, 
laying his other hand on Dorothea’s in conscientious 
acceptance of her caress, but with a glance which ho 
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could not hinder from being uneasy. The young 
man, I confess, is not otherwise an object of interest 
to me, nor need we, I think, discuss his future course, 
which it is not ours to determine beyond the limits 
which I have sufficiently indicated.^^ 

Dorothea did not mention Will again. 



BOOK III. 


WAITING FOR DEAfH 


CHAPTER XXIII. 


“ Your horses of the Sun/' ho said, 
And first-rate whip Apollo 1 
Whate'er they be, I’ll eat luy head, 
• But I will beat them hollow. ' 


Fred Vincy, we liave seen, had a debt on his mindy 
and though no such immaterial burthen could de- 
press that buoyant-lioarted young gentleman for 
many hours together, there were circumstances con- 
nected with this debt which made the thought of it 
unusually importunate. The creditor was Mr Barn- 
bridge, a horse-dealer of the neighbourhood, whose 
company was much sought in Middlemarch by 
young men understood to be addicted to pleas- 
ure.” During the vacations Fred had naturally 
required more amusements than he had ready money 
for, and Mr Bam1p*idge had been accommodating 
enough not only to trust him for the hire of horses 
and the accidental expense of ruining a fine hunter, 
but also to make a small advance by which he 
might be able 'to meet some losses at billiards. The 
total debt was a hundred and sixty pounds. Barn- 
bridge was in no alarm about his money, being sure 
that young Vincy had backers ; but he had required 
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something to^ show for it, and Prod hud at first 
given a bill with his own signature. Threo months 
later he had renewed this bill with the signature of 
Caleb CTartli. On both occaHions Pred had hdt eon- 
fident that he should meet the bill himself, having 
ample funds at disposal in his own hopefulness. 
Yon will hardly demand that his confidence should 
have a basis in external facts ; such confidonco, we 
mow, IS something loss coarse and materialistic: 
It IS a, comfortable disposition loading us to expect 
that the wisdom of providence or the folly of our 
triends, the mysteries of luck or the still greater 
mystery of our high individual value in the uni- 
verse, will bring about agreeable issues, suoJi as are 
consistent with our good taste in costume, and our 
general fi reference for the best stylo of thing. Prod 
ot sure tliat ho should have a prosont from his 
nncle, t^t he should have a run of luck, that by 

nbls ° swapping ” ho should gradually motainor- 
phose a horse worth forty pounds into a horse tliat 

bdm? S “o»‘ent-“ judgment” 

W cir^Vf- “ unspecified sum in 

haid cash. And in any case, even supposing uega- 

tions which only a morbid diotrnt,* ...11 • 

Prf .,1 i,o.T 1 ^ distrust could iimigino, 

ricd had always (at that time)^is father’s pocket 

ZHTST""’ "" hopefulness 

had a sort of gorgeous superfluity about them. Of 

Piofi rf Pwket, 

is 2 -o' t«de 

^astio ? And would not the deficiencies of one 
leTmoys hved in an easy profuse way, not with 
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any new ostentation, bnt according to the family 
habits and traditions, so that the children had no 
standard of economy, and the elder ones retained 
some of their infantine notion that then* father 
might pay for anything if he would. Mr- Vincy 
himself had expensive Middlemarch habits — spent 
money on coursing, on his cellar, and on dinner- 
giving, while mamma had those running accounts 
with tradespeople, which give a cheerful sense of 
getting everything one wants without any question 
of payment. But it was in the nature of fathers, 
Fr«i knew, to bully one about expenses : there was 
always a little storm over his extravagance if he 
had to disclose a debt, and Fred disliked bad weather 
within doors. He was too filial to be disrespectful 
to his father, and he bore the thunder* with the 
certainty that it was transient; but in the mean 
time it was disagreeable to see his mother cry, and 
also to be obliged to look sulky instead of having 
fun; for Fred was so good-tempered that if he 
looked glum under scolding, it was chiefly for pro- 
priety's sake. The easier course plainly, was to 
renew Hie biH with a friend’s signature. Why not? 
With the superfluous securities of hope at his com- 
mand, there was »o reason why he should not have 
increased other people’s liabilities to any extent, but 
for the fact that men whose names were good for 
anything were usually pessimists, indisposed to 
believe that the universal order of things would 
necessarily be agreeable to an agreeable young 
gentleman. ^ 

With a favour to ask we review our list of finends, 
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do juBtico to their luoro aiiiiiihh^ qtialifii'H, lorj^dvo 
tluiir little oflencos, and coiiceniin'!; each in turn 
try to arrive at the coiioluHion th.at he will he eager 
to oblige us, our own oag<Tn(‘.ss fo ho obliged hehie^ 
as cominunicahle ns other warmth. Still' tlna-e is 
always a certain nninher who aro dismissed as Imt 
moderately eager until tins others have refnse<l- 
and it laqiixmcd that Fred checked oft' all his friends 
but one, on the ground that a|)j.lying to them wonhl 
be disagreeable; being implicitly convinced that he 
at least (whatever might bo maintained about man- 
kind generally) had a right to bo free from anythin"* 
disagreeable. That he should over fall into a Ihor. 

oughly unpleasant position wear trousers shrunk 

■with washmg, eat cohl mutton, have to walk for 
want of a horse, or to “duck under" in anv sort of 
way— was an absurdity irreeomulable with those 
cheerful intuitions imi.Ianted in him l,y nature. 
And Fred winced under the idea of being looked 
down upon m wanting fundn for Humll dohtK. IIuih 
it camo to pass that tho friend whom he chose, to 

apply to was at onco tho poorest and tho kindest 

namely, Caleb Garth. 


Iho Garths were very fond of Fre.l, as ho was 
of thorn; for when ho and liosHmond were little 
ones, and tho Garths wore hotter off, tho slight 
connection betwoon tho two families through Mr 
^cather8tono'« doublo rnarriago (thn jfh^t to Mr 
Garth’s sister, and the second to Mrs Vinoy’s) had 
tod to an ucrpiaintanoo which was carried on ladwoon 
the children rather than the parents: tho children 
drank tea together out of their toy tea-cups, and 
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spent whole days together in play. Mary was a 
little hoyden, and Fred at six years old thought 
her the nicest girl in the world, making her his 
wife with a brass ring which he had cut from an 
umbrella. Through all the stages of his education 
ho had kept his affection for the Garths, and his 
habit of going to their house as a second home, 
thoxigh any intercourse between them and the elders: 
of Ihs family had long ceased. Even when Caleb 
Garth was prosperous, the Vincys were on conde- 
scending terms with him and his wife, for there 
werg nice distinctions of rank in Middlemarch ; and 
though old manufacturers could not any more than 
dukes be connected with none but equals, they were 
conscious of an inherent social superiority which 
was defined with great nicety in practice though 
liardly expressible theoretically. Since then Mr 
Garth had failed in the building business, which he 
had unfortunately added to his other avocations of 
Hurvoyor, valuer, and agent, had conducted that 
business for a time entirely for the benefit of his 
assignees, and had been living narrowly, exerting 
himself to the utmost that he might after all 
pay twenty shillings in the pound. He had now 
achieved this, and from all who did not think it a 
bad precedent, his Sonourable exertions had won him 
due esteem 5 but in no part of the world is genteel 
visiting founded on esteem, in the absence of suit- 
able furniture and. complete dinner-service. Mrs 
Yinoy had never been at her ease with Mrs Garth, 
and frequently spoke of her as a woman who had 
had to work for her bread-r-meaning that Mrs Gferth 
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had been a teacher before her marriage ; in ■which 
ease an intimacy -with Lindley Murray and I\Iang- 
nalFs Q-uestions was something like a draper’s dis- 
crimination of calico trade -marks, or a courier’s 
acquaintance with foreign countries : no woman who 
was better off needed that sort of tiling. And since 
Mary had been keeping Mr Featherstono’s house, 
Mrs Yincy’s want of liking for the Garths had btien 
converted into something more positive, by alarm lest 
Fred should engage himself to this plain girl, whose 
parents “lived in such a small way,” Fred, being 
aware of this, never spoke at homo of liis viMi|fi to 
Mrs Garth, wlnoh had of late become more frequent, 
the increasing ardour of his affection for Mary inclin- 
ing him the more towards tliose who belonged to her. 

Mr GCrth had a small office in the town, and to 
this Fred went with his request. He obtained it 
without much difficulty, for a largo amount of pain- 
ful experience had not sufficed to moko Caleb Garth 
cautious about his own affairs, or distniatful of his 
fellow-men when they had not proved themselves 
untrustworthy ; and he had tho highest opinion of 
Fred, was “sure the lad would turn out well— an 
open affectionate fellow, with a good bottom to his 
character— you might trust him for anythiug.” 
Such was Calebs psychological arguiiicut. He was 
one of those rare men who are rigid to themselves 
and indulgent to others. He had a certain sliame 
about his neighbours' errors, and never spoke of 
them vnllingly ; hence he was not likely to divert 
his mind from the best mode of liardening timber 
and"* other ingenious devices in order to preconceive 
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those errors. If lie had to blame any one, it was 
necessary for him to move all the papers within his 
reach, or describe various diagrams with his stick, 
or make calculations with the odd money in his 
pocket, before he could begin ; and he would rather 
do other men’s work than find fault with their doing. 
I fear he was a bad disciplinarian. 

When Fred stated the circumstances of his debt, 
his wish to meet it without troubling his father, and 
the certainty that the money would be forthcoming 
so as to cause no one any inconvenience, Caleb 
puiiied his spectacles upward, listened, looked into 
his favourite’s clear young eyes, and believed him, 
not distinguishing confidence about the future from 
veracity about the past *, but he felt that it was an 
occasion for a friendly hint as to conduct^ and that 
before giving his signature he must give a rather 
strong admonition. Accordingly, he took the paper 
and lowered his spectacles, measured the space at his 
command, reached his pen and examined it, dipped 
it in the ink and examined it again, then pushed the 
paper a little way from him, lifted up his spectacles 
again, showed a deepened depression in the outer 
angle of his bushy eyebrows, which gave his face a 
peculiar mildness pardon these details for once — ^you 
would have learned to love them if you had known 
Caleb Garth), and said in a comfortable tone — 

was a misfortune, eh, that breaking the 
horse's knees? And then, these exchanges, they 
don't answer when you have ’cute jockeys to deal 
with. You'll be wiser another time, my boy." 

Whereupon Caleb drew down his spectacles, and 
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proceeded to write his signature with the care which 
he always gave to that performance ; for whatever 
he did in the way of business he did well. He con- 
templated the large well-proportioned letters and 
final flourish, with his head a trifle on one side for 
an instant, then handed it to Fred, said Good-bye/^ 
and returned forthwith to his absorption in a plan 
for Sir James Chettam^s new farm-hnildings. 

Either because his interest in this work thrust the 
incident of the signature from his memory, or for 
some reason of which Caleb was more constdous, Mrs 
Garth remained ignorant of the affair. c 

Since it occurred, a change had come over Fred’s 
sky, which altered his view of tlio distance, and was 
the reason why his uncle Featlierstoncfs present of 
money wSs of importance enough to make Ins colour 
come and go, first with a too definite expectation, 
and afterwards with a proportionate disappointment. 
His failure in passing his exa/nunafion, had made 
his accumulation of college debts the more unpar- 
donable by his fathet, and there had been an tm- 
precedented storm at home. Mr Vinoy had sworn 
that if he had anything more of that sort to put up 
with, Fred should turn out and get his living liow 
he could ; and he had never yet ^uite reoovercid his 
good-humoured tone to his son, who had especially 
enrapd him by saying at this stage of things that 
he. did not want to be a clergyman, and would rather 
not go on with that.” Fred was conscious that he 
would have been yet more sevarelj dealt with if 
his family as well as himself had not secretly ra* 
garded him as Mr^ Featherstone’e heir,* that old 
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geiitlernaii’B prido in him, and apparent fondness for 
him, serving in the stead of more exemplary con- 
duct— just as when a youthful nobleman steals 
jcwelhiiy wo call the act Heptomania, speak of it 
with a philoso|)hicaI smile, and never think of his 
being sent to the house of correction as if he were 
a ragged boy who had stolen turnips. In fact, tacit 
expectations of what would bo done for him by 
uncle Featherstone determined the angle at which 
most people viewed Fred Vinoy in Middlemarch ; 
and in his own consciousness, what uncle Feather- 
stoite would do for him in an emergency, or what 
he would do simply as an incorporated luck, formed 
always an immeasurable depth of aerial perspective. 
But that present of bank-notes, once made, was 
measurable, and being applied to the amount of the 
debt, showed a deficit which had still to be filled 
up either by Fred’s “judgment” or by luck in some 
other shape. For that little episode of the alleged 
borrowing, in which he had made his father the 
agent in getting the Bulstrode certificate, was a 
new reason against going to his fathe'r for money 
towards meeting his actual debt. Fred was keen 
enough to foresee that anger would confuse distinc- 
tions, and that hii denial of having borrowed ex- 
pressly on the strength of bis uncle’s will would be 
taken as a falsehood. He had gone to his father 
and told him one vexatious affair, and he had left 
another untold : in such cases ihe complete revela- 
tion always produces the impression of a previous 
duplicity. Now Fred piqued himself on keeping 
clear of hes^ and even fibs •, he often shrugged his 
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shoulders and made a significant grimace at what he 
called Rosamond’s fibs (it is only brotliors who can 
associate such ideas with a lovely girl) ; and rather 
than incur the accusation of falsehood ho would even 
incur some trouble and self-restraint. It was tinder 
strong inward pressure of this kind that Fred had 
taken the wise step of depositing the eighty pounds 
with his mother. It was a pity that he had not at 
once given them to Mr Garth; but he meant to 
make the sum coinjdoto with another sixty, and 
with a view to this, lie ha<l kept twenty pounds in 
his own pocket as a sort of scod-coni, which, plan*ail 
by judgment, and watered by luck, might yield more 
than threefold— a very poor rate of multiplication ' 
when the field is a young gentleman’s infinite soul, 
with all tlTe numerals at command. 

^ Fred was not a gambler : he had not that specific 
disease in which the suspension of the whole nervous 
energy on a chance or risk becomes as necessary as 
the dram to the drunkard; he had only the tendency 
to that diffusive form of gambling which has no 
alcohoho intensity, but is carried on with the 
healthiest chyle -fed blood, keeping up a joyous 
imaginative activity which fashions events accord- 
ing to desire, and having no foe^s about its own 
weather, only sees the advantage there must be to 
others in going aboard with it. Hopefiilnoss has a 
pleasure in maldng a throw of any kind, because the 
prospect of success is certain ; and only a more 
generous^ pleasure in offering as many as possible 
a^ share in the stake. Fred liked play, especially 
billiards, as he Kked hunting or riding a steeple- 
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chaRo 5 and ho only liked it the better because lie 
wanted money and hoped to win. But the twenty 
pounds’ %vorth of seed-corn had been planted in vain 
ill the sodiiotive green plot — all of it at least which 
Iiad not been dispersed by the roadside— and Fred 
foiTud himself close upon the term of payment with 
no money at command beyond the eighty pounds 
which ho had deposited with his mother. The 
broken -winded horse which he rode represented a 
present which had been made to him a long while 
ago by his uncle Featherstone : his father always 
alUwed him to keep a horse, Mr Vincy’s own habits 
making him regard this as a reasonable demand 
even for a son who was rather exasperating. This 
liorse, then, was Fred's property, and in his anxiety 
to meet the imminent bill he determined fo sacrifice 
a ixjHHOHKion without which life would certainly be 
worth little. Ho made the resolution with a sense 
of heroism— heroism forced on him by the dread of 
breaking his word to Mr Garth, by his love for 
Mary and awe of her opinion. He would start for 
Houndsley horse-fair which was to bo held the next 
morning, and — simply sell his horse, bringing back 
the money by coach? — ^Well, the horse would hardly 
fetch more than thirty pounds, and there was no 
knowing what might happen : it would be folly to 
balk Mmself of luck beforeband. It was a hundred 
to one that some good chance would fall in his way ; 
the longer he thought of it, the less possible it 
seemed that he should not have a good chance, and 
the less reasonable that he should not equip himself 
witlr the powder and shot for bringing it down! He 
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would ride to Houndsley witli Bambridgo and with 
Horrook “ the vet,” and without asking them any- 
thing expressly, he should virtually get the benefit 
of their opinion. Before he sot out, Fred got the 
eighty pounds from his mother. 

Most of those who saw Fred riding ont of Middle- 
march in company with Bambridgo and HoiTock, on 
his way of course to Houndsley horsci-fair, thought 
that young Vincy was pleasure-seeking as usual; and 
but for an unwonted consciousness of grave matters 
on hand, ho himself would have had a sense of dissi- 
pation, and of doing what might bo expected of a gny 
young fellow. Considciring that Fred was not at all 
coarse, that he rather looked down on the manners 
and speech of young men who had not been to the 
university, and that he had written stanssas as pas- 
toral and unvoluptuous as his flute-playing, his 
attraction towards Bambridgo and Horrook was an 
interesting fact which even the love of horse-flesh 
would not wholly account for without that mys- 
terious influence of Naming which determinates so 
much of mortal choice. Under any other name 
than “pleasure” the society of Messieurs Bambridgo 
and Horrook must certainly have been regarded as 
monotonous ; and to arrive with 0>em at Houndsley 
on a drizzling afternoon, to get down at the Bed Lion 
in a street shaded with coal-dust, and dine in a room 
furnished with a dirt-enamelled map of the county, 
a bad portrait of an anonymous horse in a stable, 
His Majesty George the Fourth with legs and cravat, 
and various leaden spittoons, might have seemed 
a hard business, but for the sustaining power of 
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nomenclatiiro which determined that the pursuit of 
these things was gay,'’ 

In Mr Horrock there was certainly an apparent 
unfathomableness which offered play to the imagina- 
tion. Costume, at a glance, gave him a thrilling 
association with horses (enough to specify the hat- 
brim which took the slightest upward angle just to 
escape the suspicion of bending downwards), and 
nature had given him a face which by dint of 
Mongolian eyes, and a nose, moxith, and chin seem- 
ing to follow his hat-brim in a moderate inclination 
up'W’ards, gave the effect of a subdued unchangeable 
sceptical smile, of all expressions the most tyrannous 
over a susceptible mind, and, when accompanied by 
adequate silence, likely to create the rej^utation of 
an invincible understanding, an infinite fund of 
humour — too dry to flow, and probably in a state 
of immovable crust,— and a critical judgment which, 
if you could ever be fortunate enough to know it, 
would be the thing and no other. It is a physiog- 
nomy seen in all vocations, but perhaps it has never 
been more powerful over the youth of England than 
in a judge of horses. 

Mr Horrock, at a question from Fred about his 
horse’s fetlock, ttgned sideways in his saddle, and 
watched the horse's action for the space of three 
minutes, then turned forward, twitched his own 
bridle, and remained silent with a profile neither 
more nor less sceptical than it had been. 

The part thus played in dialogue by Mr Horrock 
was terribly ^effective. A mixture of passions was 
excited in Fred — a mad desire to thrash Horrock's 
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opinion into utterance, restrained by anxiety to re- 
tain the advantage of bis frieiidslnp. There was 
always the chance that Horrock might say some- 
thing quite invaluable at the right moment. 

Mr Bambridge had more open majincrs, and 
appeared to give forth his ideas without economy. 
He was loud, robust, and was sometimes spoken of 
as being “given to indulg(>nco” — ohicflv in swear- 
ing, drinking, and boating his wife. Some people 
who had lost by him called him a vicious man ; but 
he regarded horse-dealing as the finest of the arts, 
and might have argued plausibly that it had noth- 
ing to do with morality. Ho was undeniably a 
prosperous man, boro his drinking bettor than othere 
boro their moderation, and, on the whole, flourished 
like -the green bay-tree. But his range of conversa- 
tion was limited, and like the fine old tune, “ Drops 
of brandy,” gave you after a while a sense of return- 
ing upon itself in a way that might make weak 
heads dizzy. But a slight infusion of Mr Bambridge 
was felt to give tone and character to soveial circles 
in Middlemarch 5 and he was a distinguislnul figure 
in the bar and billiard-room at the Green Dragon, 
He know some anecdotes about the heroes of the 
turf, and various clever tricks ejE Marquesses and 
Yiscounts which seemed to prove that blood asserted 
its pre-eminence even among blacklegs; but the 
minute retentivoness of his memory was chiefly 
shown about the horses he had himself bought and 
sold ; the number of miles they would trot you in 
no time without turning a hair being, after the lapse 
of years, still a subject of passionate asseveration. 
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ill which ho wotild aBBist tho imagination of his 
hearers by solemnly swciaring that they never .saw 
anything like it. In short, Mr Bambridgo was a 
man of pleasure and a gay companion. 

Fred was subtle, and did not toll his friends that 
he was going to Houndsley bent on selling his 
horse : lie wished to get indirectly at their genuine 
opinion of its value, not being aware that a genuine 
opinion was the last thing likely to bf extracted 
from such eminent critics. ‘It was not Mr Barn- 
bridge’s weakness to be a gratuitous flatterer. He 
ha(> never before been so much struck with the fact 
that this unfortunate bay was a roarer to a degree 
whicli required the roundest word for perdition to 
give you any idea of it. 

“You made a bad hand at swapping when you 
wont to anybody but me, Vinoy I Why, you never 
threw your log across a finer horse than that ohes- 
nut, and you gave him for this brute. If you sot 
liim cantering, he goes on like twenty sawyers. I 
never heard but one worse roarer in my life, and 
that was a roan : it belonged to Pegwell, the bom- 
factor ; he used to drive him in his gig seven years 
ago, and he wanted me to take him, but I said, 
^ Thank you P6g,J[ don’t deal in wind-instruments.’ 
That was what I said. It went the round of the 
country, that joke did. But, what the belli the 
horse was a penny trumpet to that roarer of yours.” 

“Why, yop. said just now his was worse than 
mine,” said Fred, more irritable than usual. 

“I said a lie, then/’ said Mr Bambridge, emj)hati- 
oally. “ There wasn’t a penny to choose between ’em.” 
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Fred spurred liis horse, and they trotted on a little 
way. When they slackened again, Mr Bamhridsro 
said— * 

“ Not but what the roan was a better trotter than 
yours.” 

“I’m quite satisfied with Ms paces, I know," said 
Fred, who required all the consciousness of being 
in gay company to support him ; “ I say his trot is 
an uncommonly clean one, oh, Horrock?" 

Mr Horrock looked before him with as complete 
a neutrality as if he had been a portrait by a great 
IQEStGr. 


Fred gave up the fallacious hope of getting a 
genuine opinion j but on reflection ho saw that Bam- 
bridge’s depreciation and Horrocfc's silence wore 
both virtually encouraging, and indicated that they 
thought better of the horse than they chose to say. 
_ That very evening, indeed, before the fair had set 
in, Fred thought he saw a &voumblo opening for 
disposing advantageously of his horse, but an open- 
mg which made him congratulate himself on his 
foresight m bringing with him his eighty pounds. 

young farmer, acquainted with Mr Bambridgo, 
came into the Bed Lion, and entered into oonvor- 
sation about parting with a huiifter, which ho in- 
troduoed at once as Diamond, implying tliat it was 
a public character. For himself ho only wanted a 
useful hack, which would draw upon occasion : being 
about to marry and to give up hunting. ‘Hi® hunter 
was m a friend’s stable at some little distance ; there 

ZT 2^^ gentlemen to see it before dark, 

e friend s stable had to be reached through a back 
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street wliero you uiiglit as easily have been poisoned 
without expense of drugs as in any grim street of 
that unsanitary period. Fred was not fortified 
against disgust by brandy, as his companions were, 
but the hope of having at last seen the horse that 
woxild enable him to make money was exhilarating 
enough to lead him over the same ground again the 
first thing in the morning. Ho felt sure that if he 
did not come to a bargain with the farmer. Barn- 
bridge would ; for the stress of circumstances, Fred 
felt, was sharixining his acuteness and endowing 
him with all the constructive power of suspicion. 
Bambridge liad run down Diamond in a way that 
he never would have done (the horse being a firiend s) 
if he had not thought of buying it ; every one who 
looked at the animal— even Horrook— watf’evidently 
impressed with its merit. To get all the advantage 
of being with men of this sort, you must know how 
to draw your inferences, and not be a spoon who 
takes things literally. The colour of the horse was 
a dappled grey, and Fred happened to know that 
Lord Medlicote’s man was on the look-out for just 
such a horse. After all his running down, Bam- 
bridge let it out in the course of the evening, when 
the farmer was ab|ent, that he had seen worse horses 
go for eighty pounds. Of course ho contradicted 
himself twenty times over, but when you know what 
is likely to be true you can test a man’s admissions. 
And Fred could not but reckon his own judgment of 
a hors€i as worth something. The firmer had paused 
over Fred’s respectable though brofcen-mnded steed 
long enough to show that he thought it worth con- 
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siileration, and it seemed probable that ho would 
take it, with five-and-twenty pounds in addition, as 
the equivalent of Diamond. In that case Fred, when 
he had parted with his now horse for at least cdghty 
pounds, would bo fifty-five pounds in pocket by the 
transaction, and would have a hundred and thirty- 
five pounds towards nieoting the Ijill ; so that the 
deficit tcmporiirily thrown on Mr (larth would at the 
utmost bo twenty-five pounds. By the time ho was 
hurrying on his olotliea in the moniing, ho saw so 
clearly the importance of not losing this rare chance, 
that if Bambridgo and Ilorrook had both dissuirled 
him, he would not have been deluded into a direct 
interpretation of their purjmse : ho would have been 
aware that those deep hands ludd Nojiudhing else 
than a ybung follow’s interest. With regard to 
horses, distrust was your only due. But scci.li.-i.sni, 
as we know, can never bo ibi.n.ugldy applied, else 
life would ooino to a standstill : sonmlbing wo must 
believe in and do, and whatever tliat sonidhing may 
be called, it is virtually our own judgment, oven 
when it seems like the naost slavish rolianeo on an- 
other. Fred believed in the excdlonce of his lnw- 
gain, and even before the fair Imd well set in, ha<l 
got possession of the dappled gj^y, at the price of 
his old horse and thirty pounds in addition— only 
five pounds more than he had expected to give. 

But he felt a little worried and wearied, perlaips 
with mentel debate, and without waiting for the 
further gaieties of the horse-fair, he sot out alone 
on Ms foiuteen miles’ journey, meaning to take it 
veiy lquietly and keep his hors© fresh. 
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•**Th<s oftriiter’i sorrow brings but small relief 
To bini wlio wears the strong offence’s cross.” 

^ — Shakespkaee: Sonnets. 

1 am sorry to say that only the tliird day after the 
T,ropitious events at Houndsley Fred Yinoy had 
fallen into worse spirits than he had knoWn in his 
life before. Not that ho had been disappointed as to 
the possible market for his horse, but that before the 
barfrain could be concluded with Lord Medlicotes 
man, this Diamond, in which hope to the amount of 
eighty pounds had been invested, had without the 
slightest warning exhibited in the stable a most 
vicious energy in kicking, had just missed killn^ 
the groom, and had ended in laming himself severely 
by catching Ms }^g in a rope that ovorhimg toe 
stable -board. There was no more redress for this 
than for toe discovery of bad temper after mamage 
— wHtoi of course old companions were aware of be- 
fore toe ceremony. For some reason or other, Ired 
had none of his usual elasticity under this stroke ot 
iE-fortnne: he was simply aware that he “ad only 
fifty pounds, that there was no diance of his gfettmg 
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any more at present, and that the bill for a Iniiidrecl 
and sixty would bo presented in five days. Even 
if he had applied to his father on the plea tliiifc Mr 
Garth should bo saved from loss, Fred felt smart- 
ingly that his father would angrily refuse to rescue 
Mr Garth from the const^qnenct^ of wluit ho would 
call encouraging (‘xtravag;uu^<^ and dectdt He was 
so xitterly downcast that ho could frame no father 
project than to go straight to Mr Garth and tell him 
the sad truth, carrying with him the fifty pounds, and 
getting that sum at least safely out of his own hands# 
His father, being at tlie warehouse, did not yet ki^rnv 
of the accident : when lie did, lie would stonii about 
the vicious brute being brought into his staldo ; and 
before meeting that lessor annoyance BVad wanted to 
get away^with all Ids courage to face the grmter. 
He took his father’s nag, for lie had made up Ids 
mind that when he had told Mr GartJi, lie would 
ride to Stone Court and confess all to Mary# In fact, 
it is probable that but for Mary^s existence and 
Fred’s love for her, his consoience would liave been 
much less active both in prtjvieusly urging the debt 
on bis thought and in imptdling him not to spare 
himself after his usual fesldon by deferring an un- 
pleasant task, but to act as direojly and simply as 
he could. Even much stronger mortals than Frml 
Vincy hold half their rectitude in the mind of the 
being they love best Tlie theatre of all mj actions 
is fallen,” said an antique personage when his cldef 
friend was dead; and they are fortunate who get 
a theatre where the audience demands their best 
Oertaihly it would have mad© a" oonsideraM© dif- 
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ferenco to Fred at tliat tinio if Mary Gartli had had 
no decided notions as to what was admirable in 
character. 

Mr Garth was not at the office, and Fred rode on 
to Ins lionso, which was a little way outside the 
town— a homedy place with an orchard in front of 
itj a rambling, old-fasliioned, half-timbered building, 
which before tlie town had spread had been a farm- 
hotiBC, Imt was now Bnrronnded with the private 
gardens of the townsmen. We get the fonder of onr 
houses if they have a ])hyKiognomy of their own, 
astjur friemds have. The Garth family, which was 
rather a large one, for Mary had four brothers and one 
sister, ware vary femd of their old house, from which 
all the best fuiniture had long been so^d. Fred 
liked it too, knowing it by heart oven to the attic 
which smelt deliciously of apples and quinces, and 
until to-day he had never come to it without pleasant 
expectations ; but his heart beat uneasily now with 
the sense that he should probably have to make his 
confession before Mrs Gartii, of whom he was rather 
more in awe tlian of her husband. Not that she was 
inclined to sarcasm and to impulsive sallies, as Mary 
was. In her present matronly age at least, Mrs 
Garth never comn^tted herself by over-hasty speech ; 
having, as she said, home the yoke in her youth, 
and learned self-control. She had that rare sense 
which discerns wlmt is unalterable, and sxibmits to 
it without murmuring. Adoring her husband’s 
virtues, she liad very early made up her mind to 
Ms incapacity of minding his own interests, and 
had met the cfUise^nences cheerfully. She had 
VOh. I. 2 A 
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boon magnanimous onoiigh to rcnoimoo all pride 
in teapots or cbiklren’s frilling, uiul bail m‘ver 
poured any patbotio confidoni'cs into fb« oars t.f 
ber feminine neigblxiura conwniing Mr (iarfb’s 
want of jmnlenco and the stiiHH be inigbt bavo bad 
if ho had boon like other men. llonen tbeM<i fair 
neighbours thought her oitlnsr proud or -■eecnirie, 
and sometimes spoke of ber to their bnstmnds as 
“your fine Mrs Garth.” She was not without bor 
criticism of them in rettim, Imirig more acenr.ifelv 
instructed than most matrons in Middlornareb, and 
where is tho blameless woman - apt to Im a lii^.l© 
severe towards her own sex, wliic-h in her opinion 
was framed to Ihj entirely subordinate, Otj the 
other hand, she was disproiKtrtionatoly indulgent 
towards the failings of men, and "was ofti-n board 
to say that tlieso were natural. Also, it must bo 
admitted tliat Mrs Garth was a trille kH> ciiipbatii' 
in ber resistance to what she held to bo follies: 
the passage from governoKs into housewife had 
wrought itself a little too strongly into her con- 
sciousness, and she randy forgot that whilo her 
grammar and accent were above the town stAiidard, 
she wore a plain cap, cof>ke<l the family dinner, and 
darned all the stockings. She ha'l sometimes token 
pupils in a peripatetic fiishion, making them follow 
her about in the kitchen with their book or slate. 
She thought it good for them to see that she could 
make an excellent lather while sho corrected tlioir 
blunders “without looking, "-that a woman with 
her sleeves tucked up above her elbows might know 
an about the Buhjimcfivo Mood or the Tom'd Zone 
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— tliilt, in Kliort, slio might possess “education” 
and other good things ending in “tion,” and wortliy 
to he pronoiUKM'd emphatically, without being a 
useless doll. When she made remarks to this 
edifying effect, sho had a fmn little frown on her 
brow, whifdi yet did not hinder her face from look- 
ing Iwncvolcnt, and her words which came forth 
like a procession wore uttered in a fervid agreeable 
contralto. Certainly, the exemplary Mrs Garth had 
lier droll aspects, but her character sustained her 
odditicss, as a very fine wine sustains a flavour of 
skin. 

Towards Fred Vincy she had a motherly feeling, 
and had always been disposed to excuse his errors, 
though sho would prol>ably not have excused Mary 
for engaging hcrsolf to him, her daughter being 
included in that more rigorous judgment which sho 
applic-d to her own sox. But this very fact of her 
cxc'c^ptiomd indulgence towards him made it the 
liarder to Fred that he must now inevitably sink 
in her opinion. And the circumstances of his visit 
turned out to be still more unpleasant than he had 
expected; for Caleb Garth had gone out early to 
look at some repairs not far off. Mrs Garth at 
certain hours wa# always in the kitchen, and this 
morning she was carrying on several occupations 
at onoo there— making her pies at the well-scoured 
deal table on one side of that airy room, observing 
Sally’s movements at the oven and dough -tub 
through an open door, and giving lessons to her 
youngest lioy and girl, who were standing opposite 
to her at the table with their' . books and slates 
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before them. A tub anti a elotlies-liorae at tli© 
otlier end of the kitchim imliciiteil an iriterniittijnt 
wash of small things also going tun 

Mrs Garth, with liar sleeves tnrnet! aliove fier 
elbows, deftly handling her J‘a:-try 
rolling-pin and giving orniimentiil pinches, wliil© 
she expounded with gnnnnudirid fervour wliiit ware 
the riglit views about the mumnl of vcrlw iiiid 
pronouns with nouns of multitiida or 'd'rnifvinir 
many/’ was a sight agreeably iimiwiiig. SIi© was 
of the same (^urlydiain-d, foord typo a« Mary, 

but handsomor, with more doHcmcy cif fcatiiri*, a j^Ici 
skin, a solid mat-ronly and a rcuimrkiible 

firmness of glance. In her sncmy •frilliul cup she 
reminded one of that dclightftd FrcncJiworrian 'whom 
we have all seen marketing, Imskct on ariin Ink- 
ing at tihe mother, you might hopt) that tlie tliiisgliter 
would becomes like her, whiali is ii |irrwpcc^tivft ad- 
vantage equal to a dowry— dba niotlicr fm ofb;*ii 
standing behind the daughter like ii luiilignunt 
prophecy— Such as I am, «lie will sliorlJy 

^^Now let us go through that once mori'i/’ said 
Mrs Garth, pinching an apple-puff which setiiiicd to 
distract Ben, an energetic young miilti vritli ii lumvy 
brow, from duo attention to the lepiom ** * Not witll 
out regard to the import of the wcml »« 
unity or phirality of idea —tell m© iigain wliiit that 
means, Ben.” 

(Mrs Garth, like more cel©b»te«! Imd 

her favourite ancient patilis, and in a ganorfil wrwk 
of society would have tried to hold her * Lindhiy 
above the waves.) 
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“ Oil — it means — you must think wliat you 
mean,” said Bon, mtlior peevishly. “I hate gram- 
mar. What's the use of it ? ” 

“To tench you to speak and write correctly, so 
that you can be understood," said Mrs Garth, With 
severe piiM-i.sinii. “Should you like to speak as old 
Job does?" 

“ Yes,” said Ben, stoutly; “ it’s funnier. He says, 

‘ Yo goo ’ — that’s just as good as ‘ You go.’ ’’ 

“ But ho says, ‘ A ship’s in the garden,’ instead 
of ‘ a sheep,’ ’’ said Lotty, with an air of superiority. 

“ ¥ou might think he meant a ship off the sea.’’ 

“ No, you mightn’t, if you weren’t silly,” said Ben. 

“ How could a ship off the sea come there ? ” 

“ Thoso things Mong only to pronunciation, which 
is tho least part of grammar,’’ said Mrs Gartk. “That 
api)lo-p(H‘l is to l>o oaten by tho pigs, Ben ; if you 
cat it, I must give them your piece of pasty. Job 
has only to speak about very plain things. How do 
you think you woidd write or speak about anything 
more difHoult, if you know no more of grammar than 
ha does? You would use wrong words, and put 
words in tlio wrong places, and instead of making 
people understand you, they would turn away from 
you as a tiresosa© person. What would you do 

' ' '■ 

I uliotildtft care, I ahould leave 0” said Ben, 
with a mum tliat this was an agreeable issue where 
grainuua* was oonoemed. , 

I see yoti are getting tired aud stupid, Ben, ’ 
said Mrs Garth, aeoiistomed to' these obstraotive 
argnments from her male offspring* Having finished 
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Iior pies, she moved towards tlie clotlic*«-horse, and 
said, ^^Come here and toll rne the story 1 told yon 
on Wednesday, about Cineinnatuad* 

“ I know I he W'as a farnany^ said Ikna 

‘^Now, Ben, lie was a Roman— let me teiy said 
Letty, using her elbow contentionsly* 

You silly thing, ho was a Roman farmer, and ho 
was ])loughing.^^ 

“Yes, but before tlmt— that didn’t eorna first-— 
people wanted him,” said Letty. 

Well, but you must say what sort of a man ho was 
first,” insisted Ben. “ He was a wdse man, like Jliy 
father, and that made the peo|do want his advice* 
And ho was a brave man, and could fight. And so 
could my father — couldn’t he, mother?” 

“ Now, Ben, let mo tell the story straight on, as 
mother told it us,” said Letty, frowning, Hease, 
mother, tell Ben not to speak*” 

Letty, I am ashamed of you,” said Imr motlier, 
wringing out the caps from Ih© tub* WImn your 
brother began, yon ought to have waited to see if It© 
could not tell the story. How rude you look, |>ush* 
ing and frowning, as if you wanted to conc|ner with 
your elbows I Cinoinnatus, I am sure, w^cnild have 
been sorry to see his daughter Ir^lmve so.” (Mrs 
Garth delivered this awful miitmme witli much 
majesty of enunciation, and Letty felt that betw^een 
repressed volubility and general disesteem, that of 
the Romans inclusive, life was already a iMiinfiil 
af^.) “Now, Bon.” 

“Well — oh — wmll— why, tlmre was a great deal 
of fighting, and they were all MocMiaaik, and— I 
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can't tell it jnHt how yen told it— but they wanted a 
man to bo caidaiu and kiiip;' and everything 

“ Dictator, now,” said Lotty, with injured looke, 
and not without a wish to make her mother repent. 

“Very well, dictator 1” said Ben, contemptuously. 

« But that isn’t a good word ; ho didn’t tell them to 

■write on slatcsa.” _ 

“(hxm, conm, Bon, you are not so ignorant as 

that,” said Mrs Garth, carefully serious. Hark, 
thero is a knock at the doorl Eun, Letty, and 

^^S’he knock was Fred’s ; and when Letty said that 
her fatlmr was not in yet, but that her mother was 
in the kitchen, Fred had no alternative. _ He JuW 
not depart from his usual practice of going to see 
Mrs Garth in the kitchen if she happened to be at 
work there. He put his arm round Letty s neck 
silently, and led her into the kitchen without his 

usual iokes and caresses. _ 

Mrs Garth was surprised to see Fred at this loui, 
but surprise was not a fooling that she was given to 

»pl., .nd .1.0 »<.iy «.u 

“You,rr£)cl, ao oatly in tlio day? Toulookqmte 

pale. Has anyti^ing happened?” . , „ , _.k 

“I want to speak to Mr Garth, ^ , 

yot ready to say Hiat Mw 

after a little pause, for ho hatt no wuo 

a.* knew ; to iy. 

Mrs Garth, who imagined some on 
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Fred and liiB father, Ho is enro not to l>o Inng^ 
because ho has some work at liis desk that must ba 
done this morning. Do you mind staying witli me^ 
while I finish iny matters hero?^^ 

we needn’t go on about rinrinnaius^ need 
we?’^ said Ben, who had takc3U Fred’s whi|) otit of 
his hand, and was trying its efficicmey on cat. 

go oxit now. But put that whip down. 
How very mean of you to whip poor old Tortoise I 
Pray take the whip from him, Fred.” 

“ Come, old boy, give it mo,” saitl Frc‘d, putting 
out his hand. m 

^‘Will you let me ride on your horse tcMky?”' 
said Ben, rendering up the whip, with an air of not 
being obliged to do it. 

“Not td-day— another time. I am nc^t riding my 
own horse.” 

“ Shall you see Mary to-day V ” 

“Yes, I think bo,” said Fred, witli an tnn»I«*asani 
twinge. 

“ Tell her to come home iK>on, and play at forfiuts, 
and make fun.” 

“Enough, enough, Beni run away,” said M'rii 
Garth, seeing that Fred was teased. 

“Are Letty and Ban your nuly^^mpils now, Mrs 
Garth?” said Fred, when the ohiklren were gone 
and it was needful to say Homcdinng that would 
pass the time. Ho was not yet sure whether he 
should wait for Mr Garth, or use any good opis'ir- 
tunity in conversation to confoss to Mrs Garth lier- 
self^' give her the money and ride away. 

.“Gtff -^only one. Finny Haokbutt oomei at 
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eleven, I am not getting a great income 
now,” ssai«l Gartli, smiling. am at a low 
ebb with pui)ilH» Ibit I have saved my little purse 
for Alfrerrs prmrdum : I liave ninety-two poxinda. 
He can go to Mr Hanmer’s now ; ho is just at the 
riglit age.” 

This did not lead well towards the news that Mr 
Gartli was on the l>rink of losing ninety-two pounds 
and more* B'red was silent Young gentlemen 
wlio go to college are rather more costly than that,” 
Mrs Garth iimocfisntly continued, pulling out the 
edging on a eap'borch'r. “And Caleb thinks that 
Alfred will turn out a distingxiishod engineer: he 
wants to give tlm k>y a good chance. There he is I 
I hear him comitig in. We will go to him in the 
parlour, shall wo?” 

Wlien they entered the parlour Caleb had thrown 
down his hat ami was seated at hia desk. 

“ What I Fred, my Ixjy I ” he said, in a tone of mild 
surprise, holding Ins pen still undipped ; “ you are 
htsre betimes,” But misBing tlie usual cxi)reBsion 
of phearful greeting in BVed’s face, be immediately 
added, “ Is there anything up at home anything 
the matter ? ” 

“Yes, Mr Garii, I am come to tell something 
tlmt I am afraid will ^ve you a bad opinion of me. 
I am come to tall you and Mm Garth that I can^t 
keep iny word* I can^t find the money to meet 
the bill after all* I liave been unfortunate ; I have 
only got these fifty pounds towards the hundred 
and sixty.” , 

While Fred was speaking, be had taken out the 
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notes and laid them on tlm desk hf*frjro Mr Garth. 
He had burst forth at once with the plain fart, fool- 
ing boyishly miserable and witliout verbal r<‘Houn?eg, 
Mrs Gaith was nuitcdy astonislied, and hiokf^l at hc‘r 
husband for an explanation. i%%hh IdushcMh and 
after a little patiso said— 

“ Oh, I didii^t tell yon, Susan : I j>nt my naifie to 
a bill for Fred ; it was for a liundri,^fl and sixty 
pounds. He made euro he ecmld meet it hiiiwelf/'' 
There was an evident change in Mt« Garilfs face, 
but it was like a change below th«:^ surface of water 
which remains srnootln She fixed her eyes on Miai, 
saying— 

“I suppose you have asked your fatliiu* for the 
rest of the money and he has refused yoti,^* 

“No,^^ said Fred, biting his lij), and j'po;d;ing 
with more difficulty; <G)ut I know it will lici of no 
us© to ask him ; and unless it ware of use, I should 
not like to mention Mr Garth^s ninne in ilia matter.”' 

It has come at an unforttmato time,” said (kdeh, 
in his hesitating way, looking down at tlm notes iind 
nervously fingoi-rlng the pai>er, (jfiristmas upon us 
— Tm rather Imrd up just now. You mm^ I Imvii to 
cut out (W(nything like a teilor with short mcmsure. 
What can w© do, Susan ? I want every 

farthing we have in the bank. IF» a IiundriKl unci 
ten pounds, the deuce take it ! ” 

“I must give you the n In cty-hvo poundi tliiit I 
have put by for Alfred^s prtunium iiitd Mrs Garth, 
gravely and decisively, though a nieci car iriight 
have ;liscemed a slight tremor in somii of tlie worcli. 
“ And I have no doubt that Mary has twenty pounds 
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paved from her «akry by tliiB time. She will ad- 
vance it.*’ 

Mrs Oartli liad not again looked at Fred, and was 
not in the least calculating what words she should 
to cut him tlm most effectively. Like the eccen- 
tric woman nlm was, she was at present absorbed 
in considering wliat was to be done, and did not 
famy that the end could be better achieved by 
liittcr remarks or explosions. But she had made 
Fred feel for tlm first time something like the 
tooth of rcunorsa Curiously enough, his pain in 
till affair lmfi>rehand had consisted almost entirely 
ill the sense tlmt he must seem dishonourable, and 
sink in the opinion of the Garths : he had not occu- 
pied liiinself with the inoonvenienoe and . possible 
injury that his breach might occasion them, for this 
<*xercise of the imagination on other people’s needs 
is not common with hopeful young gentlemen. In- 
decnl wo are most of us brought up in the notion 
that tlici liighest motive for not doing a wrong is 
Kf>mi‘fhin;.!;’ irrespective of the beings w^ho would 
Buffi^r tlio wrong* But at this moment he suddenly 
saw himKidf as a pitiful rascal who was robbing two 
women of their savings. 

simll certainly pay it all, Mrs Garth — ulti- 
mately/’ lie stammered out. 

ultimately/’ said Mrs Garth, who having 
a speoiitl dislike to fine words on ugly occasions, 
muld not now repress an epigram. But boys can- 
not well Imi apprenticed ultimately : they should be 
apprenticed at fifteen.” She had never been so 
little inclined to make excuses for Fred. 
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“I was the most in the wrong, Susan,” said 
Caleb. “Fred made sure of finding the money. 
But I’d no business to be fingering bills. I sup- 
pose you have looked all round and tried all honest 
means?” he added, fixing his merciful grey eyes 
on Fred. Caleb was too delicate to specify Mr 
Featherstone. 

“ Yes, I have tried everything — I really have. I 
should have had a hundred and thirty pounds ready 
but for a misfortune with a horse which I was about 
to sell. My uncle had given mo eighty pounds, and 
I paid away thirty with my old horse in order to get 
another which I was going to sell for eighty or more 
—I meant to go without a horse— but now it has 
turned out vicious and lamed itself. I wish I and 
the horses too liad been at the devil, before I had 
brought this on you. There’s no one else I care so 
much for ; you and Mrs Gfarth have always been so 
kind to me. However, it’s no use saying that. You 
will always think me a rascal now.” 

Fred turned round and hurried out of the room, 
conscious that he was getting rather womanish, aiul 
feeling confusedly that his being sorry was not of 
much use 'to the Garths. They could see him 
mount, and quickly pass througli«tho gate. 

“I am disappointed in Fred Vincy,” said Mrs 
Garth. “ I would not have believed beforehand 
that he would have drawn you into his debts. I 
knew he was extravagant, but I did not think that 
he would be so mean as to Iiang his risks on his 
oldest ^friend, who could tho least afford to lose.” 

“I was a fool, Susan.” 
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“That you were,” said the wife, nodding and 
smiling. “ But I should not have gone to publish 
it in the market-place. Why should you keep such 
things from me It is just so with your buttons ; 
you let them burst off without telling me, and 
go out with your wristband hanging. If I had 
only known I might have been ready with some 
better plan.” 

■ “You are sadly out up, I know, Susan,” said 
Caleb, looking feelingly at her. “I can’t abide 
your losing the money you’ve scraped together for 
Atfred.” 

“It is very well that I had scraped it together ; 
and it is you who will have to suffer, for you must 
teach the boy yourself. You must give up your 
bad habits. Some men take to drinking^, and you 
have taken to working witliout pay. You must 
indulge yourself a little less in that. And you 
must ride over to Mary, and ask the child what 
money she has.” 

Caleb had pushed his chair back, and was loan- 
ing forward, shaking his head slowly, and fitting 
his finger-tips together with much nicety. 

“Poor Mary I” he said. “Susan,” ho went on 
in a lowered toijp, “Pm afraid she maybe fond of 

Fred.” . , , 

“ Oh no 1 She always laughs at him ; and lie 

is not likely to think of her in any other than a 
brotherly way.” 

Caleb made no rejoinder, but presently lowered 
his spectacles, drew up his chair to the desk, and 
said, “Deuce take the bill — I wish it at 
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Hanover! These things are a sad intorrnption to 
business I 

The first part of this speech comprised his whole 
store of maledictory expression, and was utterc3d 
with a slight snarl easy to imagine. Hut it would 
be difficult to convoy to those who never heard him 
utter the word ^ 4 )usin(‘ss/' the |)eculiar tone of 
fervid veneration, of religious regard, in which he 
wrapped it, as a consecrated symbol is wrapjaal in 
its gold-fringed linen. 

Oaleb Gartli often shook liis head in meditation 
on the value, the indispensable migljt of that myi%d- 
headed, myriad-handed labour by winch the social 
body is fed, clothed, and housed. It had laid hold 
of his imagination in boyhood. The echoes of the 
grcuit haffimer where roof or keel were a- making, 
tli(3 signal -shouts of the workmen, tlio roar of the 
furnace, the thunder and plash of tlie engine, were 
a sublime music to him 5 tlie felling and lading of 
timber, and the huge trunk vibrating star-like in the 
distance along the highway, the crane at work on 
the wharf, the piled-up produce in wmvlionsrs, the 
precision and variety of muscular effort wherever 
exact work had to be turned out, — all these sights 
of liis youth had acted on him as gootry without the 
aid of the poets, had ma<]6 a philoHciphy for him 
without the aid of philosophers, a religion without 
tlio aid of theology. His early ambition had been 
to liavo as effective a share as possible in this 
sublime labour, which was pcmiliarly dignified by 
liirn with the name of business ; and thougli he 
had otoly been a short time under a .surv(‘Yor, and 
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had been cbiefly bis own teacher, he knew more of 
land, building, and mining than most of the special 
men in the coxinty. 

His classification of hnman employments was 
rather crude, and, like the categories of more cele- 
brated men, would not be acceptable in these ad- 
vanced times. He divided them into business, 
politics, preaching, learning, and amusement.” He 
had nothing to say against the last four 5 but he 
regarded them as a reverential pagan regarded 
other gods than his own. In the same way, he 
thguglit very well of all ranks, but he would not 
himself have liked to be of any rank in which he 
had not such close contact with business ” as to 
get often honourably decorated with marks of dust 
and mortar, the damp of the engine, or "the sweet 
soil of the woods and fields. Though he had never 
regarded himself as other than an orthodox Cliris- 
tian, and would argue on prevenient grace if the 
subject were proposed to him, I think his virtual 
divinities were good practical schemes, accurate 
work, atul the faithful completion of undertakings : 
his prince of darkness was a slack workman. But 
\hero was no spirit of denial in Caleb, and the world 
seemed so wond:|jpus to him that he was ready to 
accept any ntimber of systems, like any number 
of firmaments, if they did not obviously interfere 
with the best land-drainage, solid building, correct 
measuring, and judicious boring (for coal). In fact, 
he had a reverential soul with a strong practical 
intelligence. But he could not manage finance : he 
knew values well, but he had no keenness of itnagin- 
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atioii for monetary restilts in the sliape of profit and 
loss : and having ascertained this to Ins cost, he 
determined to give tip all forms of las beloved 
‘^business” which required that talent lie gave 
himself up entirely to tho many kinds of work 
which he could do without handling ca|utalj and 
was one of those precions men within his own 
district whom eveayhody wotild choose to work for 
them, because he did his work well, cliarged very 
little, and often declined to charge at all It ig no 
wonder, then, that the Garths were poor, and “lived 
in a small way.” However, they did not mind itf? 
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“ Love fieaketh not Itsolf to please, 

Nor for Itsolf hath any care, 

But for another gives its ease, 

And imllds a heaven in hell's despair. 


I/»vc seeketh only self to please, 

To hind another to its delight, ^ 

Joys in another’s loss of ease. 

And builds a hell in heaven’s despite.” 

—■W. Blake: Songs of Experience. 


Feed Vincv wanted to arrive at Stone Court when 
Mary could not expect liim, and when his uncle was 
not down-stairs : in that case she might be sitting 
alone in the wainscoated parlour. He left his horKSo 
in the yard to avoid making a noiso on the gravel 
in front, and entered the parlour witliout other notice 
than the noise of iho door-handle. Mary was in her 
usual comer, laughing over Mrs Piozzi^s recollec- 
tions of Johnson, and looked up with the fun still 
in her face* It gradually faded as she saw Fred 
approach her without speaking, and stand before 
her with Ms elbow on the mantelpiece, looking ill. 
She too was silent, only raising her eyes to him 
inquiringly. 
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“Mary,” he began, “I am a good-for-nothing 
blackguard.” 

“ I should thiidc one of those epithets wordd do 
at a time,” said Mary, trying to smile, but feeling 
alarmed. 

“I know you will never think well of mo any 
more. You will think mo a liar. You will think 
me dishonest. You will think T didn’t euro for yon, 
or your father and riKither. You always do make 
the worst of mo, I know." 

“ I cannot deny that I shall think all that of you, 
Fred, if you give mo good reasons. But pleasfifl'to 
tell me at once what you have done. I would 
rather know the ptainful troth than imagine it," 

“ I owed money — a hundred and sixty pounds. 
I asked your father to put his name to a bill. I 
thought it would not signify to him. I ma<le sure 
of paying the money myself, and I have tried as 
hard as I could. An<l now, I have b(*en so unlucky 
— a horse has turned out badly — I can only pay 
fifty pounds. And I can’t ask my father for tlio 
money: he would not give mo a farthing. And 
my uncle gave me a hundred a littlo while ago. 
So what can I do? And now yotir father has no 
ready money to spare, and yourp-mothor will have 
to pay away* her ninety-two pounds that she has 
saved, and she says your savings must go too. 
You see what a ” 

“ Oh, poor mother, poor father 1 ” said Mary, her 
eyes filling with tears, and a little sob rising which 
she tried to repress. She looked straight before her 
and took no notice of Fred, all the consequences at 
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homo bo.comiiifj; prosoiit to her. He too remained 
silent for some moments, feeling more miserable 
than ever. 

“ I -wonldn’t have hurt you so for the world, 
Mary,” he said at last. “You can never forgive 
me.” 

“ What does it matter whether I forgive you ? ” 
siiid Mary, passionately. “Would that make it any 
bettor for my mother to lose the money she has 
been earning by lessons for four years, that she 
might send Alfred to Mr Hanmer’s ? Should you 
think all that pleasant enough if I forgave you?” 

“ Say what you like, Mary. I deserve it all.” 

“ I don’t want to say anything,” said Mary, more 
quietly ; “ my anger is of no use.” She dried her 
eyes, throw aside her book, rose and ftoed her 
sowing. 

Fred followed her with his eyes, hoping that 
they would meet hors, and in that way find access 
for his imploriiig penitence. But no I Mary could 
easily avoid looking upward. 

“ I do care about your mother’s money going,” 
ho said, when she was seated again and sewing 
(juickly. “ I wanted to ask you, Mary — don’t you 
think that Mr Fej,therstone— if you were to teE him 
—tell him, I mean, about apprenticing Alfred— 
would advance the money?” 

“ My family is not fond of bogging, Fred. We 
would rather work for our money. Besides, you 
say that Mr Featherstone has lately given you a 
hundred pounds. He rarely makes presents ; he 
lias never made presents to us., I am sufe my 
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father will not ask him for anytlnng; and even 
if I chose to heg of him, it would ho of no nso.” 

“I am so miserable, Mary— if you know how 
miserable I am, you would be sorry for mo.” 

“There are other things to be more son-y for 
than that. But selfish people always flunk their 
own discomfort of more importance than anything 
else in the world : I see enough of that every 
day.” 

“It is hardly fair to call me selfish. If you 
knew what things other young men do, you would 
think mo a good way off the worst.” r 

“ I know that people who spend a great dt«l of 
money on themselves without knowing how they 
shall pay, must be selfish. They are always think- 
ing of what they esan get for themselves, and not 
of what other people may lose.” 

“Any man may be unfortunate, Mary, and find 
himseK unable to pay when he meant it. There 
is not a better man in the world than your father, 
and yet he got into trouble.” 

“ How dare you make any comparison between 
my father and you, Fred ? ” said Mary, in a deep 
tone of indignation. “ He never got into trouble 
by thinking of his own idle pleaswrcs, but because 
he was alwayS thinking of the work he was doing 
for other people. And he hag fared hard, and 
worked hard to make good everybody's loss.” 

“ And you think that I sludl never try to make 
good anything, Mary. It is not gemerous to believe 
the worst of a man. When you have got any puw.-r 
oyer him, I think you might try and use it to niAe 
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liim better ; but that is what you never do. How- 
ever, I’m going,” Fred ended, languidly. “ I shall 
never speak to you about anything again. I’m very 
sorry for all the trouble I’ve caused that s all. 

Mary had dropped her work out of her hand and 
looked up. There is often something maternal even 
in a girlish love, and Mary’s hard experience had 
wrought her nature to an impressibility very dif- 
ferent from that hard slight thing which we call 
girlishness. At Fred’s last words she felt an in- 
stantaneous pang, something like what a mother 
fdlils at the imagined sobs or cries of her naughty 
truant child, which may lose itself and get harm. 
And when, looking up, her eyes met his didl de- 
spairing glance, her pity for him surmounted her 
anger and all her other anxieties. 

“Oh, Fred, how ill you look! Sit down a mo- 
ment. Don’t go yet. Lot me tell uncle that you 
are hero. He has been wondering that he has not 
soon you for a whole week.” Mary spoke hurriedly, 
saying the words tliat came first without knowing 
very well what they wore, but saying them in a half- 
soothing half-beseeching tone, and rising as if to go 
away to Mr Featherstone. Of course Fred felt as if 
the clouds had farted and a gleam had come: he 
moved and stood in her way. 

“Say one word, Mary, and I will do anjdhmg. 
Say you wH not think the worst of me— will not 

give me up altogether.” Tim f 

“ As if it were any pleasure to me to think ill ot 
you,” said Mary, in a mournful tone, “ As if it were 
not very painful to me to see you an idle frivolous 
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creature. How can you bear to be so coutemptible, 
when others are working and striving, and there are 
so many things to bo done — how cum yon liear to lie 
fit for nothing in the world that is usotnl c* And 
with so much good in your disiwsition, Fred,— you 
miglit 1)0 worth a great deal.” 

“ I will try to be anything you like, Mary, if you 
will say that you love me." 

“ I should bo ashamed to say that I loved a man 
who must always l)e hanging on others, and reckon- 
ing on what they would do for him. What will you 
be when you are forty ^ like Mr Bowyer, I supjxf.so 
—just as idle, living in Mrs Beck’s front parlour- 
fat and shabby, hoping somelxsly will invito you to 
dinner— spending your morning in learning a comic 
song— oh no 1 learning a tune on tho flute.” 

Mary’s lips had begun to curl with a smile as 
soon as she had asked that question akutt Fred’s 
future (young souls are mobile), and before she 
ended, her face had its full illumination of fun. To 
him it was like the cessation of an ache that Mary 
could laugh at him, and with a passive sort of 
smile he tried to reach her hand ; but she slipped 
away quickly towards tho door and said, “ I shall 
tell uncle. You micBt see him for a^momont or two.” 

Fred secrotfy felt that his future was guarantfstjd 
against the fulfilment of Mary’s sarcastio prophecies, 
apart from that “ anything ” which he was ready to 
do if she would dofino it. He never dared in Maty’s 
presence to approach the subject of his expectations 
from IJfr Featherstono, and she always ignored them, 
as if everything depended on himself. But if ever 
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lie actually cairio into tlio property, elie must recog- 
nise the cliango in liis position. All tins passed 
through his mind somewhat languidly, before ho 
went up to see his uncle. Ho stayed bxit a little 
while, excusing himself on the ground that he had 
a cold ; and Mary did not reappear before he left the 
liouse. But as he rode home, he began to be more 
conscious of being ill, than of being melancholy. 

When Caleb Garth arrived at Stone Court soon 
after dusk, Mary was not surprised, although he 
seldom had leisure for paying her a visit, and was 
mt at all fond of having to talk with Mr Feather- 
stone* The old man, on the other hand, felt himself 
ill at ease with a brother-in-law whom he could not 
atmoy, who did not mind about being considered 
poor, liad nothing to ask of him, and understood all 
kinds of fanning and mining business better than he 
did. But Mary had felt sure that her parents would 
want to see lier, and if her father had not come, she 
would have ol)tained leave to go homo for an hour 
or two the next day. After discussing prices during 
tea with Mr Featherstone, Caleb rose to bid him 
gO(>d-by(?, and said, “I want to speak to you, Mary.” 

She took a candle into another large parlour, 
wliere there wa|^no fire, and setting down the feeble 
light on the dark mahogany table, fumed round to 
lier father, and putting her arms round his neck 
kissed him with childish kisses which he delighted 
in,— the expression of his largo brows softening as 
the expression of a groat beautiful dog softens when 
it is caressed. Mary was his fevourite child, and 
whatever Susan might say, and right as sh^ was on 
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all other subjectB, Caleb thought it natural that 
Fred or anyone else should think Mary more lovaljlo 
than other girls. 

‘^I’ve got sonuithing to tell you, my dear/’ said 
Caleb in his hesitating way. No very good news ; 
but then it iniglit bo worse 

“About money, father? I think I know what 
it is.” 

“Ay? how can that bo? You set*, Fve been a 
bit of a fool again, and put my name to a bill, anti 
now it comes to paying ; and your mother lias got 
to pait with her savings, that's the Wimt of it, ai»:d 
oven they won't quite make things ovtuL We 
wanted a hundred and ton pounds : your inotlior lias 
ninoty-two, and I have none to spare in the bank; 
{uid sht^ iMnks that you have some savings.’' 

“Oh yt^s; I have more than four - and - twenty 
pounds. I thouglit you would cuime, father, uo I 
[)ut it in my Img. See 1 beautiful white notes anti 

Mary took out the folded money from her reticule 
and [)ut ii; into her father's Imnd. 

“ W(,‘,ll, hut how— we only want eigliteon— here, 
put; the rest hack, child,— but how did you know 
al)out it?” said Caleb, who, in hif uneoni|mu'ahln 
indifftuxuico to^money, was bogimung to bo chiefly 
coiKxu-iKxl about the relation the aflair n%ht have 
to Mary's afftjctions. 

“ Fnxl told me this morning.” 

“ Ah ! Did he come on ptirpostt ? ” 

“ Yes, I think so. He was a good deal distreised.’^ 

“ I'nl afraid Fred is not to be trusted, Mary,” said 
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tho fatliefj with hesitating tenderness. “ lie means 
bcitor than lie acts, perhaps. But I should think it 
a pity fhr anybody's hap]:>inosB to bo wrapped up in 
him, and so would your mother.” 

And so should I, father/' said Mary, not looking 
up, but putting the back of her father's hand against 
I'uu* tdmek, 

I don't want to pry, my dear. But I was afraid 
tlioro might be sonudhing between you and Fred, 
and I wanted to caution you. You see, Mary'’ — 
hero Caleb'e Toico became more tender; he had 
I)iien pushing hie hat aboiit on the table and looking 
at it, btit finally lie turned his eyes on his daughter 
a woman, let her bo as good as she may, has 
g(jt to |nxt xip with the life her husband makes for 
Iier* Yoxxr mother has had to put up wJth a good 
deal l:>cH:5auBo of me." 

Mary turned the back of her father's ‘hand to her 
lips and smiled at him. 

well, xxobody's perfect, but” — hero Mr 
Gartlx shook Ids head to help out the inadequacy of 

words wlxat I am thinking of is — what it must bo 

for a wife when she's neyer sure of her husband, 
when he hasn't got a principle in him to make him 
more afraid of d^ng the wrong thing by others than 
of getting his own toes pinched. That's the long 
and the shcgt of it, Mary. Young folks may get 
foxid of each other before they know what life is, 
and they may think it all holiday if they can only 
get together; but it soon turns into working day, 
my dear. However, you haye more sense than 
most, and you haven't been kept in cotton- wool: 
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tliero may be no occasion for mo tf> say tbisj but a 
father trembles for his daughter, and yoti are all by 
yourself hered^ 

“Don’t fear for me, father,” said Mary, gravely 
meeting her father’s oyt‘s; “Fred has always been 
very good to mo ; ho is kind-liearted and iiffiad ionate, 
and not false, I think, with all Ids scdfdndulgenee* 
lint I will never engage myscdf to o!U) who has lio 
manly indepondcnoe, and who goes on loitering 
away his time on the chance tliat others will pro- 
vide for him. You and my motluu^ have taught me 
too much pride for that” ^ 

“That’s right— that/s riglit Then I am easy,” 
said Mr Garth, taking up his hat “ Ikit it’s hard to 
ran away with your candngs, cliiki” 

“ Father I ” said Mary, in her deepest tone of re- 
monstrance. “Taka pocketfuls of lovo besides to 
them all at homo,” was lier last word kifia'o ho cd«‘ised 
the outer door on himself. 

“I suppose your father wanted your earnings,” 
said old Mr Foatlnu-sionc^, with his usual |)0W6r of 
unpleasant surmise, when Mary retiiraod to him, 
“ He makes but a tight fit, I reckon. YouVa of age 
now ; you ought to bo saving for yourself.” 

“ I consider my father and motlw the best |mrt of 
myself, sir,” said Mary, coldly. 

Mr Featherstone granted : ha could not deny that 
an ordinary sort of girl like her might Im oxpacitCMi 
to be useful, so he thought of wmthar rejoinder, dis- 
agreeable enough to be always apropos. “ If Prod 
Tincy^^ cornea to-morrow, now, don’t you keep Mm 
ohattemg : let him come up to nm” 
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** lie hmifi hhi ftiid I rail at him ; 0 worthy satisfaction I would it were 
otherwbo-that I could heat him while ho railed at me/'— TroiZws and 
Cfisthirt. 

But Frod did not go to Stone Court tlie next day, 
for roanonH that wore quite peremptory. From those 
viHitH to imaanitary Houndsley streets in search of 
Diamond, he had brought back not only a bad bar- 
gain in liorso-flesh, but the further misfortune of 
some ailment which for a day or two had seemed 
mere depression and headache, but which got so 
much worse when ho returned from his visit to 
Stone Court that, going into the dining-room, he 
threw himself on the sola, and in answer to his 
mother’s anxious question, said, “I feel very ill: ,i 
think you must ^ipnd for Wrench.” _ 

Wrench came, but did not apprehend anythmg 
serious, spoko of a “slight derangement,” and did 
not speak of coming again on the morrow. He ha 
a duo valno for the Vinoy’s house, but the wanest 
men are apt to be a little dulled by routine, au o 
worried mornings will sometimes go t oug mr 
business with the zest of the daily bell-rmge . 
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Wr(3nck was a small, neat, bilious man, with a wolb 
dressed wig: he had a laborions practical, an iras- 
cible temper, a lymphatic wife and soveu children ; 
and lie was already rather lato liefore setting otit 
on a fotir-rniloB drive to meet Dr Mindnn on the 
other side of Tij)ton, tlm decease of Hicks, a niral 
pnictitioner, having increased Micldlernarcdr prac.tioe 
in that direction. Great statesmen err, and why not 
small medical monV Mr Wrench did not neglect 
sending the usual white parcels, whicdi this titno 
had black and drastic contents# Tlicdr effect was 
not alleviating to poor Fred, wlio, Ijrjweviu*, tiiiwffl- 
ing as he said to bcdievo that he was in for an ill- 
ness, rose at hxB usual easy hour the next morning 
and went down -stairs meaning to bo'akfrsi, Init 
succeeded in nothing but in sitting and shivering by 
the fire. Mr Wrenoli was again sent fir, but W'as 
gone on his rounds, and Mrs Vinoy seeing her dar- 
ling’s changed looks and geneml misery, liiigan to 
cry and said she would send for Dr BpragttJ\ 

Oh, nonsense, mother I It’s nothing,” said Fred, 
putting out his hot dry hand to her, I slmll sckui 
be all right. I must have taken cold in that nasty 
dam|) ride.” 

“JViaiimia!” said Bosamond, wlu>i^wai iimtad ncmr 
tlui window (Die dining-room wiiidowi looked on 
that liighly rtvspeotable street called liowiok Chite), 
“there is Mr T^ydgate, stopping to spmk to iomt 
one. If I were you I would call Mm, irn Ho has 
cm'Cid lOllciu Bnlstrode. Thc.y .say let our#i ©vary omf 

Mrs^Vincy sprang to tihe window and opened it 
in an instant, thinking oMy of Fred and not of 
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medical etiquette. Lydgate was only two yards off 
on the other side of some iron palisading, and 
ttirned round at tlio sudden sound of the sash, 
before slie called to him. In two minutes ho was 
in tlie room, and Eosamond went out, after waiting 
just long enough to show a pretty anxiety conflict- 
ing witli her sense of what was becoming. 

Lydgate had to hear a narrative in which Mrs 
Vinoy’s mind insisted witli remarkable instinct on 
every point of minor importance, especially on what 
Mr Wrench had said and had not said about coming 
a'^ain. That there might bo an awkward affair 
with Wrench, Lydgate saw at once ; but the case 
was serious enough to make him dismiss that con- 
sideration : he was convinced that Fred was in the 
pink-skinned stage of typhoid fever, and fimt he had 
taken jiist the wrong medicines. He must go to 
bed immediately, must have a regular nurse, and 
various appliances and precautions must be used, 
about which Lydgate was particular. Poor Mrs 
Vincy^s terror at these indications of danger found 
vent in such words as came most easily. She 
thought it very ill usage on the part of Mr 
Wrench, who had attended their house so many 
years in prcforea^ice to Mr Peacock, though Mr Pea- 
cock was equally a friend. Why Mr'^Wrcnch should 
neglect her children more than others, she could not 
for tlie life of her tinderstand. He had not neglected 
Mrs Laroheris when they had the measles, nor in- 
deed would Mrs Vincy have wished that he should. 
And if anything should happen . . 

Hero poor Mrs Vinoy’s spirit quite broke* down, 
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and her Niobe-throat and gt>f)d-luimf»ui’('d face were 
sadly convulsed. This was in the hall out of B'riid’s 
hearing, but Eosamond had optuie.d the drawing- 
room door, and now came forward aMiously. Lyd- 
gate apologiscMl for Mr Wrench, said that the symp- 
toms yesterday might have been disguising, and 
that this form of fever was very e(juiv<jcal in its 
heginnings : lie wotdd go immediately to the dnig- 
gist's and have a prescripiion made up in order to 
lose no time, but ho would write to Mr Wrencln and 
tell him what had been done. 

^^But yoxi must come again«*-you must go #n 
attending Fred. I can’t have my lioy Itvft to any- 
body who may come or not. I liear nolxidy ill-will, 
thank God, and Mr Wrench saved me in tlio pleurisy, 
but he’d bStter have lot me die— if— “if — — ” 

will meet Mr Wrench here, then, shall I?’’ 
said Lydgate, really belicA^ing that Wrencdi was not 
well prepared to deal wisely with a case of tins kind. 

^^Pray make that arrangennmt, Mr Lydgate,” said 
Rosamond, coming to her motlier’s aid, and support- 
ing her ann to lead her away. 

When Mr Vinoy came home lie was vary angry 
with Wrench, and did not care if lie never came 
into Ins liouse again. Lydgate shguld go on now, 
whether Wrendi liked it or not It was no joke to 
have fever in tlio house. Everybody must lie scuit 
to now, not to come to dinner on Tliuritiay. And 
Pritchard needn’t get up any wine: bmndy was 
the best thing against infection. shall drink 
brandy,” added Mr Vincy, <*mphaiically Jis much 
as to ^ay, this was not an occasion for' firing with 
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blank- cartridgCB. “He’s an imcommonly nnfor- 
tnnate lad, is Fred. He’d need bavo some Inck 
by-and-by to mako np for all tins— else I don 
know who’d have an eldest son. 

“Don’t say so, Yincy,” said the mother mth a 
ciuivering lip, “if jou don’t want him to be taken 

from me.” , _ .7. x t 

“ It win worret yon to death, Lnoy ; tMt I can 

see,” said Mr Yincy, more ^iW- 
Wrench shall know what I think of the matten 
(Wliat Mr Yincy thonght confnsedly was, t^t the 
Ler might somehow have been hindered rf Wrench 
had shown the proper sohcrtude about his 
Mayor’s-family.) “ I’m the last man to give in to 
the cry about new doctors, or new parsons erther 
whether they’re Bulstrode’s men or not. E?ht Wrench 
shall know what I think, take it as he will. 

Wrench did not take it at all weU. Lydgate was 
as polite as he could be in his offliand way, but 
politeness in a man who has placed you at a dis- 
advantage is only an additional exasperation eje- 

cially if ho happens to have been an object of dislike 
beforehand. Country practitioners used to be an 
irritable species, susceptible on the point of hono , 
and Mr Wrench yas one of the most^table among 
them. He did not refuse to meet Lydgate in the 
evening, but his temper was somewhat tried on the 

occasion. He had to hear Mrs Yincy say-- • 

“ Oh Mr Wrench, what have I ever done that 
you should use me so?-To go away, and never to 

str 0 tch©<i ^ corps© 1 
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Mr Vincy, who had been keeping np a Klairp fire 
on the enemy Infeotion, and was a good dc^al heated 
in conpoqnence, started ttp when he Inward Wrench 
come in, and wont into the hall to let him know 
what he thought 

*‘ril tell yon what, Wrencli, thiH m beyoml a 
joke,^^ aaid the Mayor, who of late had had to rc‘hnke 
offenders with an official air, and now hrofideniKl 
himself by patting his thumbs in his annholos.— 
“ To let fever get tinawares into a hotise like this* 
Th^e are some things that otight to lie iictir>nablc% 
and are not so* — that’s my opinion.’* ^ 

But irrational n‘]H‘o;n*hos were easier to bear than 
the sense of being instructed, or rather the siuiso 
tliat a younger man, like Lydgate, inwardly con- 
sidered liim in need of instruction, for “ in point of 
fact,” Mr Wrench afterwards said, Lydgate |»araded 
flighty, foreign notions, which would not wear. He 
swallowed his ire for the moment, but ha afterwards 
wrote to decline further attendance in the case* 
The house might be a, good one, but Mr Wrench 
wjis not going to teicMe to anybody on a profes- 
sional matter* He reflected, with mucli probability 
on his side, that Lydgate would by-and-by be cauglit 
tripping too, and that his tmgentlemiiiily attempts 
to discnnlit tlTe sale of drags by his jirofcssifUial 
br<‘,thr(..5n, woxild by-and-by recoil on himself* He 
thrciw out biting remarks on Lyd.gate’s tricks, worthy 
only of a quack, to get himself a factitious raptita- 
tion. with credulous people. That cant about etires 
wiiH never got up by sound praetitioneri* 

This was. a point on which Lydgate smarted as 
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miicli as Wrenoli could desire. To bo x)uffed hj 
ignorance was not only humiliating, but perilous, 
and not rnoro enviable than the reputation of the 
weather-prophet. He was impatient of the foolish 
expectations amidst which all work must be carried 
on, and likely enough to damage himself as much 
as Mr Wrench could wish, by an unprofessional 
openness. 

However, Lydgate was installed as medical attend- 
ant on the VincyS, and the event was a subject of 
general conversation in Middlemarch. Some said, 
thit the Vincys had behaved scandalously, that Mr 
Vincy had threatened Wrench, and that Mrs Vincy 
had accused him of poisoning her son. Others were 
of opinion that Mr Lydgate’s passing by was provi- 
dential, that he was wonderfully clever in fevers, 
and that Bulstrode was in the right to bring him 
forward. Many people believed that Lydgate’s com- 
ing to the town at all was really due to Bulstrode ; 
and Mrs Taft, who was always counting stitches 
and gathered her information in misleading frag- 
ments caught between the rows of her knitting, had 
got it into her head that Mr Lydgate was a natural 
son of Bulstrode’ s, a fact which seemed to justify 
her suspicions evangelical laymem 

She one day communicated this piece of know- 
ledge to Mrs Farebrother, who did not fail to tell 
her son of it, obscirving — 

should not be surprised at anything in Bul- 
strode, but I should be sorry to think it of Mr 
Lydgate.” , 

‘‘Why, mother,” said Mr Farebrother, after an 
TOL. I. ^20 
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explosive laugh, ycni know vary wall that Lyrigate 
is of a good family in the North. He nevi?r iioard 
of Bulstrode before he came here.’' 

That is satisfactory so far as Mr Lydgate is con- 
cerned, Camden,” said the old lady, with an air of 
precision.—^^ But as to Bulstrode— the report may 
be true of some other son.” 


0f 






CHAPTEE XXVIL 

** Let the high Muse chant loves Olyxnpian : 

We are but mortals, and must sing of man,'* 

m 

An eminent philosopher among my friends, who can 
dignify even your ugly furniture by lifting it into 
the serene light of science, has shown me this preg- 
nant little fact. Your pier-glass or exl^nsive sur- 
face of polished steel mad© to bo rubbed by a house- 
maid, will be minutely and multitudinously scratched 
in all directions ; but place now against it a lighted 
candle as a centre of illumination, and lo I the 
Bcratches will seem to arrange themselves in a 
fine series of concentric circles round that little 
sun. It is demonstrable that the scratches are go- 
ing everywhere impartially, and it is only your candle 
which produces J:he flattering illusion of a concentric 
arrangement, its light falling with a» exclusive opti- 
cal selection. These things are a parable. The 
scratches are events, and the candle is the egoism 
of any person now absent — of Miss Vinoy, for ex- 
ample. Eosamond had a Providence of her own 
who had kindly made her more charming than other 
girls, and who seemed to have arranged Fred’s ill- 
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HOBS and Mr Wroneli’g mietake in onlin' to liriiig 
hm and Lydgato within effective jinixiinity. It 
would have been to contmvene thoBo arrangmimfs 
if Eosamond had consented to go away to Htono 
Conrt or elsowhere, as her parents wished her to 
do, especially since l\lr lyalgatta thonght the prc;^- 
caution noodless. Therefore, while* Misa Morgan and 
the children were sent away to a fiiitiihouBO tlio 
morning after Frotrs illness had declared itsedf, 
Eosamond refused to leave papa and nianniiiu 
Poor mamma indeed was an ol)j<?ofc to lutich any 
creature bom of woman ; ami Mr Vincy, mdio doiit<f!l 
on his wife, wm more alarmed on lier imronnt than 
on Fredas. But for his insis'tance she wonhl liavo 
taken no rest: her brightness was all hedimmial; 
unconsoiouB of her costume wlneli had always fietm 
so fresh and gay, ahe was like a sick bird with 
languid eye and plumage mffled, her nenses ^lulled 
to the sights and sounds, th.at us#<l most to interest 
her. Fred’s delirium, in which he «eiune«l t<,i l>e 
waTid(U’ing out of Irar rmoh, tor© her Inmrt After 
her first outlmrst against Mr Wreneli ihe went 
al)out very quietly: her one low cry was to Lyd- 
gate. She would follow Mm out of the room and 
put her hand on his ‘arm nnuniing- out, ^*Sav0 my 
boy.” Once Sim pleaded, “'He has alwiiyi l)ean 
good to tno, Mr Lydgate; he ntwer had a hard 
word for his mother ”'*-‘-ai' if poor Fw^l’s itifferiiig 
were an accusation against him. All thfi deepest 
fibres of the motheria memory were stirred,, and 
the young man whose -voic©' took a .gentler ton© 
when lie spoke to her, was one with th# babe wliorn 
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aho had lovod, witli a lovo now to her, before he 

waw l>orn* 

“ I have good hope, Mrs Vincy,” Lydgate would 
say. “ Como down with mo and let ns talk about 
the food.” In that way he led her to the parlour 
whore Bosamond was, and made a change for he^ 
Kurpi-ifiing her into taking some tea or broth which 
had been prepared for her. There was a constant 
understanding between him and Bosamond on these 
matters. He almost always saw her before going 
to the sick-room, and she appealed to him as to what 
(Hie could do for mamma. Her presence of mind 
and adroitness in carrying out his hints were admi- 
rable, and it is not wonderful that the idea of seeing 
Bosamond began to mingle itself with his interest 
in the case. Especially when the critical stage was 
liassed, and ho began to feel confident of Fred’s 
recovery. In the more doubtful time, ho had ad- 
vised calling in Dr Spraguo (who, if ho could, would 
ratlicr havo remained neutral on Wrench’s account); 
but after two consultations, tho conduct of tho case 
was left to Lydgate, and tlu^ro was ovtsry reason to 
make him assiduous. Morning and evening he was 
at Mr Vinoy’s, and gradually the visits bocamo 
cheerful as Frod became simply fee)jle, and lay not 
only in need of the utmost petting lirat conscious 
of it, so that Mrs Vincy felt aa if, after all, the illness 
had made a festival for her tenderness. 

Both father and mother held it an t^dod reason 
for good spirits, when old Mr Feathorstono sent 
messages hy Lydgate, saynxg that Fred must make 
liaste and get well, as he, Peter Foatherstone, could 
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iwt do withont him, and luisaed ht« visitu widly. 
The old man himsotf waa getting Imdridih-n, Mra 
Vincy told those im'SHugcs to Fred wlien lie eroihl 
listen, and ho tnrnod towards her his delimti*, 
pinohod face, from which all the thick Itlond hair 
had lieon cut away, aiul in which the eyes seemw! 
to have got larger, yearning for sf>mo wmil alwnt 
Mary — wondering what «ho felt alsmt his illness. 
No word pasBwl hk lips; hut “to hear with eyes 
belongs to love’s rare wit," and the mother in tho 
Mness of her heart not only divined Prod's longing 
hut felt ready for any sacrifice in onkr to satisfy 
liiirL 

“ If I can only soo my boy strong again," sho 
said, in Ifer loving folly; “and who knows? - 
perhaps master of Stono Court 1 and he can marry 
anybody he likes then.” 

“ Not if they won't have mo, mother," said Fred. 
Tho illness liad made him childish, and tears caino 
as he spoke. 

“Oh, take a bit of jelly, my dear," said Mrs 
Vincy, secretly inoredtilons of any such rcfmml. 

She never left Fred's side when her husliand was 
not in the house, and thus Rosamond was in tho 
unusual, position of lieing much alone. Lydgato, 
naturally, never thought of stoying long with her, 
yet it seemed that tlie brief inuM'i'wiicd conversa- 
tions they Ixad logether were creating tlmt peouliar 
intimacy wliich consists in shyness. Tlioy were 
obliged to look at each other in speaking, and 
Bomehcrw tho looking could not h*^ carried through as 
the matter of course which it really wak Lydgate 
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began to feel tbis sort of consciousness unpleasant, 
and one day looked down, or anywhere, like an ill- 
worked puppet. But this turned out badly : the 
next day, Eosamond looked down^ and the con- 
sequence was that when their eyes met again, both 
were more conscious than before. There was no 
help for this in science, as Lydgate did not 
want to flirt, there seemed to be no help for it in 
folly. It was therefore a relief when neighbour 
no longer considered the house in quarantine, atid 
when the chances of seeing Eosamond alone were 
^ery much reduced. 

But that intimacy of mutual emt^yrassment^ in 
which each feels that the other is feeling something, 
having once existed, its effect is not Jo be don© 
away with. Talk about the weather and other well- 
bred topics is apt to seem a hollow device, and 
behaviour can hardly become easy unless it frankly 
recognises a mutual fascination — which of course 
need not mean anything deep or serious- This 
was the way iu which Eosamond and Lydgate slid 
gracefully into ease, and made their interoours» 
lively again. Yisitors came and went as us^, 
there was once more music in the drawing-rooni, 
and all the e^tet hospitality of Mr YhmfB mayw- 
alty returned. Lydgate, whenever he wuld, tcK>k 
his seat by Eosamond’s side, and lingerf^ to hear 
her music, calling himself her captive meanksg, 
all the while, not to be her (»ptive. The pre- 
posterousness of the notion that he midd at mm 
set up a satisfactory establishment as a married man 
was a sufficient' guaranty against &n,ger. " 
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pltiy at "being a little in love agreealile^ and 
did not interfere with graver piir»nit»* ilirtation, 
after all, was not necessarily a siniLp‘i!i.fc process* 
lioBamoiid, for her part-, had never enjoyed the days 
so mncli in her life l>efore : she was sure of bcdng 
admired by some one worth captivating, and slie 
did not distingnisli flirtation from hive, either in 
horsolf or in another. She seemed to Im sailing 
with a fair wind jnst whither she would go, and her 
thonglits were muclx <xseupi0d with a hiiiidsoma 
house in Lowick Gate which she hoped wcntld hy- 
and-by 1)6 vacant. She was quite deterndnedi whe* 
she was married, to rid herstdf adroitly of nil the 
visitors who were not agn-i^ubh* to her at her 
fathoris; and she imagined the drawing-room in 
her favonriffe house with various styles of furniture* 
Certainly her thoughts were much ofM-iqiit'd with 
lyclgate himself ; he seemed to her almost perfect : 
if ho had known his notes so that his C!nohiintmcnt 
under her music had \men less like an tmiotional 
elephant's, and if he had been able to discriminate 
better the refinements of her taste in dress, slie 
could hardly have mentioned a deficiency in hiiiiu 
How (lifibrcnt ho was from young Flyiiidale or Mr 
Cains Laix^hor ! Those young men Ipd not a notion 
of French, and^ could speak on no subject wdtli 
striking knowledge, except perhaps th© dyeing and 
carrying tnules, which of course tliey were aihatned 
to mention 5 they were Middlemaroh gentry, elated 
with their silver-headed whips and satin stockg, but 
embarrassed in their manners, and timidly joeos © : 
even Fn^d was above them, having at. least tlie 
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accent and manner of a university man. Whereas 
Lydgato was always listened to, bore himself with 
the careless politeness of conscious superiority, and 
Beerncd to have the right clothes on by a certain 
natural affinity, without ever having to think about 
them. Kosaniond was proud when he entered the 
room, and when he approached her with a distin- 
guishing smile, she had a delicious sense that she 
was the object of enviable homage. If Lydgate had 
been aware of all the pride he excited in that deli- 
cate bosom, he might have been just as well pleased 
any other man, even the most densely ignorant 
of liumoral pathology or fibrous tissue : he held it 
one of the prettiest attitudes of the feminine mind 
to adore a man’s pre-eminence without too precise 
a knowlodg(i of what it consisted in. 

But Bosamond was not one of those helpless girls 
who betray themselves unawares, and whose be- 
haviotir is awkwardly driven by their impulses, 
instead of being steered by wary grace and pro- 
priety. Do you imagine that her rapid forecast and 
rumination oonceming liouso-furniture and society 
wore over discernible in her conversation, even with 
her mamma ? On the contrary, she would have ex- 
presscKl the prettiest surprise and disapprobation if 
she had heard that another young ^ lady had been 
detected in that immodest prematureness— indeed, 
would probably have disbelieved in its possibility. 
For Bosamond never showed any mbecoming know- 
ledge, and was always that combination of correct 
sentiments, music, dancing, drawing, elegant note- 
writing, private album for exteacted verse, and per- 
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foci l)Iond lovelmoRB^ which mmh tlie irrcHintilik 
■woman for tlie doomed man of that date. Hiitdc 
no unfair ovil of her, pray: aim had no wicked 
plots, nothing sordid or meremiary; in fact, slio 
never tlionght of money exee{'>t as sonii:>t!iing nec'es- 
sary which otluw people wofihl always provide. Him 
was not in the habit of devising ftilKchoodH, and if 
her statements were no direct chie to fact, wdiy, they 
were not intended in that liglit— they wore among 
her elegant accomplishnnmts, intended to {>lea«e 
Nature had inspired many arts in fmishing Mm 
Lemon's favonrite^ pttpil, who by getmral c*oi'wef5t 
(Fred's excepted) was a ra^re comprmnd of lic,*autyy 
clovemesB, and amiability. 

Iiydgat(^ found it more and more agreiml'do to 1» 
with her, and there was no constraint now, there 
was a delightful interchange of infliie'neo in thidr 
eyes, and what they said had tliiit siiprwflitity of 
meaning for them, whicli is ol>iervablo with some 
sense of flatness by a third potion; still tliey 
had no interviews or asides from which a third 
person need have been excluded. In fact, they 
flirted; and Lydgate was secure in tlm belief 
that they did nothing else. If a man could not 
love and be wise, surely he could iirt and he wise 
at tlie same tune? Really, the men in Middle- 
march, except Mr Farebrother, were great bores, 
and Lydgate did not car© about oommoroial politics 
or cards : what was he to do for relaxation ? He 
was often invited to the Bulstrodcs’ ; but the giri« 
there were hardly out of tlie schoolroom ; and 
BulstroSe’s mtve way of conciliating piety and 
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worldliiK^aHj tlio notliingneBs of this life and the 
dciBirabilitj of exit glass, the consoioxisness at once 
of fdtliy rags and the best damask, was not a suffi- 
cient relief from the weight of her husband’s invari- 
able Boriousness. The Vinoys^ hotise, with all its 
finilte, was the pleasanter by contrast; besides, it 
noxirished Eosamond — sweet to look at as a half- 
opened blnsh-roee, and adorned with accomplish- 
ments for the refined amnsement of man, 

Bnt he made some enemies, other than medical, 
bj luB success with Miss Vincy. One evening he 
came into the drawing-room rather late, when 
several otlxer visitors were there. The card-table 
had drawn off the elders, and Mr Ned Plymdale 
(one of the good matches in Middlemai^^h, though 
not one of its leading minds) was in itte-d.4tte with 
Eosamond. He had brought the last ^Keepsake,’ 
the gorgeous watered-silk publication which marked 
modcim progress at that time ; and he considered 
himself very fortunate that he could be the first to 
look over it with her, dwelling on the ladies and 
gentlemen with shiny copper -plate cheeks and 
cop|K)r-plato smiles, and pointing to comic verses 
as capital and sentimental stories as interesting. 
Eosamond was %raoious, and Mr was satisfied 
that he had the very best thing in art and literature 
as a medium for 'Spaying addresses” — the very 
thing to please a nice girl. He had also reasons, 
deep rather than ostensible, for being satisfied with 
his own appearance. To superficial observers his 
chin had too vanishing an aspect, looking, as if it 
were being gradually reabsorbed. And it did in- 
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deed catise him some difficulty almut fit <>f his 
satin Btocksy for which chins were at that time 
nseful. 

tlnnk the Hononrahle Mm S- u Bomething 
like you/' said Mi* Nod. lie kept tlie hook opcui 
at tho bewitching jiortrait, and Imikcd iit it nillicr 

iMnLi'iiisliijigly. 

Her back is vewy large ; aim Boems to iiave Rat 
for that/' said Ihhsnmcmd, not meaning any «atirr», 
but thinking how red young Plyrndahi's liands Wi!r«>y 
and woiuhu'ing why Lydgate did imt come* Hhe 
went on witli her tatting all the wliili*. • 

I did not say she was as iKmutiful m yon are/' 
said Mr Ned, vmiiuring to look from tho portrait to 
its rival. 

I suspect you of being an adroit flattimu'/* said 
Eosamond, feeling sure that she should have to^ 
reject this young gentleman a second time* 

But now Lydgate came in *, the kmk closed 
before he reached Eosamond's comer, and as he took 
his seat with easy confidence on the other side of 
her, young Plymdale's jaw fell like a Imromcitar t4> 
wards the cheerless side of change* Ilosarnontl 
enjoyed not only Lydgate's presence but its efibot : 
she liked to excite jealousy. # 

Wliat a lat^ comer' you ,are gh© said, as they 
shook hands* Mamma had, given you up a little 
while ago. How do you find Pibd?'' 

“As usual; going on well, but slowly. I want 

him to go away i(.> Stone Court, for ©xample. But 

your mamma seems to have some objection/' 

“Poof follow!" said Eosamond, prettily* “You 
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will 800 Fred bo changed,” she added, turning to the 
other BTiitor ; wo have looked to Mr I^ydgate as our 
gtiardian angol during this illness.” 

Mr Ned Buxiled nervously, while Lydgate drawing 
tho *K(M'|)Kake’ towards him and opening it, gave a 
short scornful laugh and tossed up his chin, as if in 
wonderment at human folly. 

What are you laughing at so profanely ? ” said 
Rosamond, with bland neutrality. 

I wonder which would turn out to be the silliest 
— the engi'avings or the writing here,” said Lydgate, 
im his most convinced tone, while he turned over 
tho pages quickly, seeming to see all through the 
book in no time, and showing his large white hands 
to much advantage, as Rosamond thought. “ Do 
look at this bri(l(‘, groom coming out of church : did 
you ever see such a ^ sugared invention ^ — as the 
Elimbethans used to say? Did any haberdasher 
ever look so smii'king ? Yet I will answer for it 
the story makee him one of the first gentlemen in 
the land.” 

You are so severe, I am frightened at you,” said 
Rosiftnond, keeping her amusement duly moderate. 
Poor young Plymdale had lingered with admiration 
over tliTB very eyagraving, and his spirit was stirred. 

There are a great many celebrated people 
writing in the ‘ Keepsake,* at all events,” he said, 
in a tone at once piqu©d and timid. This is the 
first time I have heard it called silly.” 

“I think I shall turn round on you and accuse 
you of being a Goth,” said Rosamond, looking at 
Lydgate with a smile. “ I suspect you know 
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nothing al>ont Imtly l*h-Kr'itigi«^u iincl L, E* I,."' 
llosamoncl herself was not wnthotit ri4i,«h for these 
writers, Imt she (li<l not reatliiy eoniniit lier«t4f by 
admiration, and was alive to the sliglit'est hint 
that anything was not, aocordifig to Lydgiite, in 
the very highest taste. 

‘^hit Sir Walter Scott— I Bn|i|>os© Mr Lydgate 
knows liiin,^’ said young Hyiiidalti ii little cheered 
by this advantage. 

Oh, I read no literature now/^ said Lydgate, 
.shutting the b(K)k, and pushing it away. I rend 
•SO much when I was a lad, that I mijipose it wijl 
last tne all my life. I used to know Bcoit% pmuiis 
by heart” 

I should like to know when you left off^* said 
'Rosamond,^' because then 1 might be stiri'i that I 
knew something which yon did not know.” 

Iwydgata would say that was not worth 
knowing,” said Mr Ned, purposidy oaustia 

“On the contrary,” said Irfyd^gata, showing no 
.smart, but smiling with oxasp©»ting c»nfidiinoe at 
Rosamond. “ It would be worth knowing by tlm 
fact that Miss Tinoy could tell it me.” 

Young Plymdale soon went to limk at the whist- 
playing, thinking that Lydgate was one of th© most 
^conceited, unpkasant fellows it Iral' ever kien his 
ill-fortxm© to meet. 

“ How rash you are I ” said Rosamond, inwaitlly 
delighted “Do you see tlmt you liavci given 
. offence ? ” 

“ Wliat ! is it Mr Plymdale^s book ? I ata ior^. 
,3 didaVthink about it” 
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I shall begin to admit what you said of yourself 
when you first came hero — ^that you are a bear, and 
want teaching by the birds.’' 4 

^^Well, there is a bird who can teach me what she 
will. Don’t I listen to her willingly? ” 

'^fo Eosamond it seemed as if she and Lydgate 
were as good as engaged. That they were some 
time to be engaged had long been an idea in her 
mind; and ideas, we know, tend to a more solid 
kind of existence, the necessary materials being at 
hand. It is true, Lydgate had the counter-idea of 
remaining unengaged ; but this was a mere nega- 
tive, a shadow cast by other resolves which them- 
selves were capable of shrinking. Circumstance 
was almost sure to be on the side of Kosamond’s 
idea, which had a shaping activity cfhd looked 
through watcliful blue eyes, whereas Lydgate’s lay 
blind and unconcerned as a jelly-fish which gets 
melted without knowing it. 

That (svening when ho went home, he looked at 
liis |>hialH to hoc how a x)roce8S of maceration was 
going on, witli undisturbed interest ; and lie wrote 
out Hb dilily notes witli as much precision as usual. 
The reverioB from which it wtis difficult for him to 
detach himself were ideal constructions of something 
else than Eosamond’s virtues, anA the primitive 
tissue was still his fair unknown. Moreover, he 
was h<\ginning to feel some i^est for the growing 
though half-suppressed feud between him and the 
otln^r medical men, which was likely to become more 
manifest, now that Bulstrode's method of managing 
the new hospital was about to be declar<»d; and 
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there were Tarions inspiriting signs that his non- 
acceptance by some of Peacock’s patients might be 
counterbalanced by the impression he had produced 
in other quarters. Only a few days later, when he 
had happened to overtake Posamond on the Lowick 
road and had got down iBrom his horse to walk by 
her side until he had quite protected her from a 
passing drove, he had been stopped by a servant 
on horseback with a message calling him in to a 
house of some importance where Peacock had never 
attended; and it was the second instance of this 
kind. The servant was Sir James Chettam’s, and 
the house was Lowick Manor. 
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